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PREFACE 

BY THE ENGLISH EDITOR 



NoTWiTHSTANDma the nnmerons admirable works constantly 
appearing for the use of the rising generation, I feel that I 
am rendering my young Mends a real service in bringing 
" The Silver Skates " before them, while I am confident 
that their elders will be as pleased with the book as I have 
been. 

It is fall of beautifdl lessons, calculated to improve the 
character of its readers, while it cannot fail at the same 
time to afford a large amount of amusement and instruc- 
tion. • 

It indeed' ftOly combines, as its talented authoress in- 
tended that it should, the instructive features of a book of 
travels with the interest of a domestic tale. Throughout 
its pages the descriptions of Dutch localities, customs, and . 
general characteristics have been given with scrupulous 
care. Many of the incidents, the authoress assures us, have 
been drawn from real life, and the story of Raflf Brinker is 
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founded strictly on fact. One of its cHef charms is its 
perfect naturalness, and the thorough comprehension its 
authoress exhibits of all that constitutes the joys and 
sorrows of young hearts. 

I put the book, on receiving it, into the hands of a rela- 
tive of advanced age, who would not give it up till she had 
read it through. Her remark was, — 

" It is a delightful book — so fresh, so pure — worth all 
those I get from the circulating library put together," — an 
opinion which will be echoed by many. 

Knowing well what pleases young people, I am very 
sure that it will become an established favourite with 
them. 

In correcting the work for the press, I have taken very 
few liberties with the original text, beyond omitting a 
portion which appeared of less interest, and altering those 
allusions which would not be understood by English 
readers. 

I send it forth with thorough satisfaction, feeling sure, I 
repeat, that it will prove a source of delight to thousands 
of young hearts, and will greatly benefit all those who 
take in the important, the true Christian lessons it incul- 
cates. 

WILLIAM H. G. KINGSTON. 
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HANS AND OBETEL. 



On a bright December morning long ago, two tbinly clad 
children were kneeling npon the bank of a frozen canal in 
Holland. 

The snn had not jet appeared, but the gray sky was 
parted near the horizon, and its edges shone crimson 
with the coming day. Most of the good Hollanders 
were enjoying a placid morning nap ; even M/nheer 
Vonstoppelnoze, that worthy old Dntchman, was still 
slumbering " in beantifnl repose." 

Now and then some peasant woman, poising a well filled 
basket npon her head, came skimming over the glassy 
surface of the canal ; or a lusty boy, skating to his day's 
work in the town, cast a good-natured grimace toward 
the shivering pair as he flew along. 

Meanwhile, with many a vigorous puff and pull, the 

B 
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brother and sister, for sucli they were, seemed to be 
fastening something upon their feet — ^not skates, certainly, 
but clumsy pieces of wood, narrowed and smoothed at 
their lower edge, and pierced with holes, through which 
were threaded strings of raw hide. 

These queer looking affairs had beea made by the boy 
Hans. His mother was a poor peasant-woman, too poor 
to even think of such a thing as buying skates for her 
little ones. Rough as these were, they had afforded the 
-children many a happy hour upon the ice ; and now, as 
with cold red fingers our young Hollanders tugged at the 
strings — their solemn faces bending closely over their 
knees — ^no vision of impossible iron runners came to dull 
the satisfaction glowing within. 

In a moment the boy arose, and with a pompous swing 
of the arms, and a careless " come on, Gretel," glided 
•easily across the canaL 

"Ah, Hans," called his sister, plaintively, "this foot is 
not well yet. The strings hurt me on last market-day ; 
.and ijow I cannot bear them tied in the same place." 

" Tie them higher up, then," answered Hans, as without 
looking at her he performed a wonderful cat's-cradle step 
on the ice. 

" How can I ? The string is too short." 

Giving vent to a good-natured Dutch whistle, the 
English of which was that girls were troublesome crear 
tures, he steered towards her. 

5* You are foolish to wear such shoes, Gretel, when you 
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have a stout leather pair. Your klompen* would be better 
than these." 

" Why, Hans ! Do you forget ? The father threw my 
beauti^ new shoes in the fire. Before I knew what he 
had done they were all curled up in the midst of the burn- 
ing peat. I can skate with these, but not with my wooden 
ones. — ^Be careful now " 

Hans had taken a string &om his pocket. Humming 
a tune as he knelt beside her, he proceeded to fasten 
Grretel's skate with all the force of his strong young arm. 

" Oh ! oh ! " she cried in real pain. 

With an impatient jerk Hans unwound the string. He 
would have cast it upon the ground in true big-brother 
style, had he not just then spied a tear trickling down 
his sister's cheek. 

"I'll fasten it — ^never fear," he said, with sudden ten- 
derness, " but we must be quick ; the mother will need 
us soon." 

Then he glanced inquirin^y about him, first at the 
ground, next at some bare willow branches above his 
head, and fijmlly at the sky, now gorgeous with streaks 
of blue, crimson, and gold. 

Finding nothing in any of these localities to meet his 
need, his eye suddenly brightened as, with the air of a 
fellow who knew what he was about, he took off* his cap, 
and, removing the tattered h'ning, adjusted it in a smooth 
pad over the top of Gretel's worn-out shoe. 
* Wooden Shoes. 
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**Now," lie cried, triuinpliantly, at the same time 
arranging the strings as briskly as his benumbed fingers 
would allow, " can you bear some pulling ? " 

Gretel drew up her lips as if to say " hurt away," but 
made no further response. 

In another moment they were laughing together, as 
hand in hand they flew along the canal, never thinking 
whether the ice would bear or not ; for in Holland, ice is 
generally an all-Winter affair. It settles itself upon the 
water in a determined kind of way, and so far from 
growing thin and uncertain every time the sun is a 
little severe upon it, it gathers its forces day by day and 
flashes defiance to every beam. 

Presently, squeak ! squeak ! sounded something beneath 
Hans' feet. Next, his strokes grew shorter, ending 
ofttimes with a jerk, and finally he lay sprawling upon 
the ice, kicking against the air with many a fantastic 
flourish. 

" Ha ! Ha ! " laughed Gretel, "that was a fine tumble ! " 
But a tender heart was beating under her coarse blue 
jacket, and, even as she laughed, she came with a graceful 
sweep close tg her prostrate brother. 

" Are you hurt, Hans ? oh, you are laughing ! catch me 
now " — and she darted away, shivering no longer, but with 
cheeks all aglow, and eyes sparkling with fun. 

Hans sprang to his feet and started in brisk pursuit ; 
but it was no easy thing to catch Gretel* Before she 
Jbad travelled very far, her skates, too, began to squeak. 
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Believing that discretion was the better part of valour, 
she turned suddenly and skated into her pursuer's arms. 

" Ha ! lia ! I've caught you ! " cried Hans. 

"Ha! ha! I caught yo«," she retorted, struggling to 
free herself. 

Just then a clear quick voice was heard calling, " Hans I 
Gretel!" 

"It's the mother," said Hans, looking grave in an 
instant. 

By this time the canal was gilded with sunlight. ' The 
pure morning air was very delightful, and skaters were 
gradually increasing in numbers. It was hard to obey 
the summons. But Gretel and Hans were good children ; 
without a thought of yielding to the temptation to linger, 
they pulled off their skates, leaving half the knots still tied. 
Hans, witb his great square shoulders, and bushy yeUow 
hair, towered high above his blue-eyed little sister as they 
trudged homeward. He was fifteen years old, and G-retel 
was only twelve. He was a solid, hearty-looking boy, 
with honest eyes and a brow that seemed to bear a sign 
" goodness within," just as the little Dutch Zomerhuis* 
wears a motto over its portal. Gretel was lithe and quick; 
her eyes had a dancing light in them, and while you 
looked at her cheek the colour paled and deepened, just 
as it does upon a bed of pink and white blossoms when 
the wind is blowing. 

As soon as the children turned from the canal they 
* Summer-house. 
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could see their parents' cottage. Their mother's tall form, 
arrayed in jacket and petticoat and close-fitting cap, stood, 
like a picture, in the crooked frame of the doorway. Had 
the cottage been a mile away, it would still have seemed 
near. In that flat country every object stands out plainly 
in the distance ; the chickens show as distinctly as the 
windmills. Indeed, were it not for the dykes and the 
high banks of the canals, one could stand aknost any- 
where in middle Holland without seeing a mound or a 
ridge between the eye and the ''jumping-off place." 

None had better cause to know the nature of these 
same dykes than Dame Brinker and the panting young- 
sters now running at her call. But before stating why^ 
let me ask you to take a trip in fancy with me to that 
fer country, where you may see, perhaps for the first 
time, some curious things that Hans and Qretel saw 
0very day. 



n. 

HOLLAiro. 

Holland is one of the queerest countries under the sun. 
It should be called Odd-land or Contrary-land, for in 
nearly everything it is different from other parts of the 
world. In the first place, a large portion of the country is 
lower than the level of the sea. Great dykes or bulwarks 
have been erected, at a heavy cost of money and labour, to 
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keep the ocean within bounds. On certain parts of the 
coast it sometimes leans with all its weight against the 
land, and it is as much as the poor country can do to 
stand the pressure. Sometimes the djkes giye way, or 
spring a leak, and the most disastrous results ensue. 
They are high and wide, and the tops of some of them are 
covered with buildings and trees. They have even fine 
puUic roads upon them, firom which horses may look down 
upon wayside cottages. Ofben the keels of floating ships- 
are higher than the roofs of the dwellings. The stork 
clattering to her young on the house-peak may feel that 
her nest is lifted far out of danger, but the croaking firog 
in neighbouring bulrushes is nearer the stars than she. 
Water-beetles dart backward and forward above tha 
heads of the chimney swallows ; and willow trees seem 
drooping with shame, because they cannot reach as high, 
as the reeds near by. 

Ditches, canals, ponds, rivers, and lakes are everywhere 
to be seen. High, but not dry, they shine in the sunlight,, 
catching nearly all the bustle and the business, quite 
scorning the tame fields stretching damply beside them. 
One is tempted to ask, " which is Holland — ^the shores or 
the water?" The very verdure that should be confined 
to the land has made a mistake and settled upon the fish- 
ponds. In fact, the entire country is a kind of saturated 
sponge, or, as the English poet, Butler, called it, 

** A land that rides at anchor, and is moor'd, 
la which they do not live, but go aboard." 
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Persons are bom, live, and die, and eyen haye their 
gardens, on canal-boats. Farm-honses, with roofe like 
great slonched hats pulled over their eyes, stand on 
wooden legs with a tacked-np sort of air, as if to say 
** we intend to keep dry if we can." Eren the horses 
wear a wide stool on each hoof to lift them ont of the 
mire. In short, the landscape CTerywhere suggests a 
paradise for dncks. It is a glorions country in summer 
for barefooted girls and boys. Such wadings! such 
mimic ship sailing! Snch rowing, fishing, and swim- 
ming! Only think of a chain of puddles where one 
can launch chip boats all day long, and noTer make 
a return trip! But enough. A full recital would set 
all young people rushing in a body toward the Zuider 
Zee. 

Dutch cities seem at first sight to be a bewildering 
jungle of houses, bridges, churches, and ships, sprouting 
into masts, steeples, and trees. In some cities, Tessels 
are hitched, like horses, to their owners* door-posts, and 
receiTe their freight from the upper windows. Mothers 
scream to Diedrich and Kassy not to swing on the garden 
gate for fear they may be drowned! Water-roads are 
more frequent there than common roads and railways; 
water-fences, in the form of laiy green ditches, endoee 
pleasure-ground, polder, and garden. 

Sometimes fine green hedges are seen ; but as for stone 
fences, a Dutchman would lift his hands with astonish- 
meoi at the tbij idea. There is no stone there, excepting 
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those great masses of rock tliat have been brouglit from 
other lands to strengthen and protect the coast. All the 
small stones or pebbles, if there ever were any, seem to be 
imprisoned in pavements or quite melted away. Boys 
with strong quick arms may grow from pinafores to full 
beards without ever finding one to make water-rings with, 
or set rabbits flying. The water-roads are nothing less 
than canals intersecting the country in every direction. 
These are of all sizes, from the great North Holland Ship 
Canal, which is the wonder of the world, to those which a 
boy can leap. Water omnibuses, called trekschuiten,* 
constantly ply up and down these roads for the conveyance 
of passengers ; and water drays, called pakschuyU,* are 
used for carrying baggage and merchandise. Instead of 
green country lanes, green canals stretch from field to 
bam and from bam to garden ; and the farms, or polders^ 
as they are termed, are merely great lakes pumped dry. 
Some of the busiest streets are water, while many of the 
country roads are paved with brick. The city boats, with 
their rounded stems, gilded prows, and gaily painted sides, 
are unlike any others under the sun ; and a Dutch wagon, 

* CSanal boats. Some of the first-named are oyer thirty feet long. 
They look like green houses lodged on barges, and are drawn by horses 
walking along the bank of the canal. The trekschuiten are divided into 
two compartments, first and second class, and when not too crowded the 
passengers make themselves quite at home in them ; the men smoke, the 
women knit or sew, while children play upon the small outer deck. 
Many of the canal-boats have white, yellow, or chocolate-coloured 
sails.' 
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with its fnnny little crooked pole, is a perfect mystery 
of mysteries. 

"One thing is clear," cries Master Brightside; "the 
inhabitants need never be thirsty." But no; Odd-land 
is true to itself still. Notwithstanding the sea pnshing 
to get in, and the lakes straggling to get out, and the 
overflowing canals, rivers, and ditches, in many districts 
there is no water fit to swaUow; our poor Hollanders 
must go dry, or drink wine and beer, or send far inland 
to Utrecht, and other fe,voured localities, for that precious 
fluid, older than Adam, yet young as the morning dew. 
Sometimes, indeed, the inhabitants can swallow a shower 
when they are provided with any means of catching it ; 
but generally they are like the Albatross-haunted sailors 
in Coleridge's famous poem of " The Ancient Mariner " — 
they see 

" Water, water everywhere. 
Nor any drop to drink ! " 

Great flapping windmills all over the country make it 
look as if flocks of huge sea-birds were just settling upon 
it. Everywhere one sees the funniest trees, bobbed into 
fentastical shapes, with their trunks painted a dazzling 
white, yellow, or red. Horses are often yoked three 
abreast. Men, women, and children go clattering about 
in wooden shoes with loose heels ; peasant girls, who 
cannot get beaux for love, hire them for money, to escort 
them to the Kermis ; * and husbands and wives lovingly 
* Fair. 
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Jiamees themselves side by side on tlie bank of the canal 
and drag their pakschnyts to market. 

Another peculiar feature of Holland is the dune or 
sand-hilL These are numerous along certain portions 
of the coast. Before they were sown with coarse reed» 
grass and other plants, to hold them down, they used 
to send great storms of sand oyer the inland. So, to 
add to the oddities, farmers sometimes dig down under 
the sur&ce to find their soil, and on windy days dry 
showers (of sand) often &11 upon fields that haye grown 
wet under a week of sunshine. 

Many of the oddities of Holland serve only to prove 
the thrifb and perseverance of the people. There is 
not a richer or more carefiilly tilled garden-spot in the 
whole world than this leaky springy little country. 
There is not a braver, more heroic race than its quiet, 
passive-looking inhabitants. Few nations have equalled 
it in important discoveries and inventions ; none has 
excelled it in commerce, navigation, learning, and 
science, or set as noble examples in the promotion 
of education, and public charities; and none in pro- 
portion to its extent has expended more money and 
labour upon public works. 

Holland has its shining annals of noble and illustrious 
men and women ; its grand historic records of patience, 
resistance, and victory; its religious freedom, its en- 
lightened enterprise, its art, its music, and its literature. 
It has truly been called "the battle-field of Europe;" 
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as truly may we consider it the Asylum of the world, 
for the oppressed of every nation have there found shelter 
and encouragement. 

There are said to be at least ninety-nine hundred large 
windmills in Holland, with sails ranging from eighty to 
one hundred and twenty feet long. They are employed 
in sawing timber, beating hemp, grinding, and many 
other kinds of work; but their principal use is for 
pumping water from the lowlands into the canals, and 
for guarding against the inland freshets that so often 
deluge the country. Their yearly cost is said to be 
nearly two and a half millions of pounds. The large 
ones are of great power. Their huge circular tower, 
rising sometimes from the midst of factory buildings, is 
surmounted with a smaller one tapering into a cap-like 
roof. This upper tower is encircled at its base with 
a balcony, high above which juts the axis, turned by 
its four prodigious, ladder-backed sails. 

Many of the windmills are primitive affairs, seeming 
sadly in need of rebuilding ; but some of the new ones 
are admirable. They are so constructed that, by some 
ingenious contrivance, they present their fans, or wings, 
to the wind in precisely the right direction to work with 
the requisite power. In other words, the miller may 
take a nap and feel quite sure that his mill will study 
the wind, and make the most of it, until he wakens. 
Should there be but a slight current of air, every sail 
wiQ spread itself to catch the faintest breath ; but if a 
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heavy "blow" shonld come, they will shrink at its 
toach, and only give it half a chance to move them. 

One of the old prisons of Amsterdam, called the 
Basphonse, becanse the thieves and vagrants who were 
confined there were employed in rasping log- wood, had 
a cell for the pnnishment of lazy prisoners. In one 
comer of this cell was a pomp, and in another an opening 
through which a steady stream of water was admitted. 
The prisoner conld take his choice, either to stand still 
and be drowned, or to work for dear life at the pump 
and keep the flood down until his jailer chose to relieve 
him. Now, it seems to me that, throughout Holland, 
Nature has introduced this little diversion on a grand 
scale. The Dutch have always been forced to pump for 
their very existence, and probably must continue to do 
80 to the end of time. 

Every year millions of dollars are spent in repairing 
dykes, and regulating water levels. If these important 
duties were neglected, the country would be uninhabit- 
able. Already, terrible consequences, as I have said, 
have followed the bursting of these dykes. Hundreds 
of villages and towns have from time to time been 
buried beneath the rush of waters, and nearly a million 
of persons have been destroyed. One of the most fearful 
inundations ever known occurred in the autumn of the 
year 1570. Twenty-eight terrible floods had before that 
time overwhelmed portions of Holland, but this was 
the most terrible of all. The unhappy country had 
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long been suffering nnder Spanish tyranny; now, it 
seemed, the crowning point was given to its troubles. 
When we read Motley's history of the Base of the Dutch 
Republic, we learn to revere the brave people who have 
endured, suffered, and dared so much. 

Mr. Motley, in his thrilling account of the great inun- 
dation, tells us how a long-continued and violent gale had 
been sweeping the Atlantic waters into the North Sea, 
piling them against the t^oasts of the Dutch provinces ; 
■how the dykes, tasked beyond their strength, burst in all 
directions ; how even the Kand-bos, a bulwark formed of 
oaken piles, braced with iron, moored with heavy anchors 
and secured by gravel and granite, was snapped to pieces 
like packthread ; how fushing boats and bulky vessels 
floating up into the country became entangled among the 
trees, or beat in the roofs and walls of dwellings ; and how 
at last aU Friesland was converted into an angry sea. 
"Multitudes of men, women, children, of horses, oxen, 
sheep, and every domestic animal, were struggling in the 
waves in every direction. Every boat, and every article 
which could serve as a boat, were eagerly seized upon. 
Every house was inundated, even the graveyards gave np 
their dead. The living infant in his cradle, and the long- 
buried corpse in his cofl&n, floated side by side. The 
ancient flood seemed about to be renewed. Everywhere, 
upon the tops of trees, upon the steeples of churches, 
human beings were clustered, praying to God for mercy, 
and to their fellow men for assistance. As the storm at 
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last was snbsidiiig, boats began to ply in every direction, 
saving those who were struggling in the water, picking 
iBigitives from roofe and tree tops, and collecting the 
bodies of l^ose already drowned." No less than one 
hnndred thousand human beings had perished in a few 
hours. Thousands upon thousands of dumb creatures 
lay dead upon the waters ; and the damage done to pro- 
perty of every description was beyond calculation. 

E*obles, the Spanish Governor, was foremost in noble ef- 
forts to save life and lessen the horrors of the catastrophe. 
He had formerly been hated by the Dutch because of his 
Spanish or Portuguese blood, but, by his goodness and 
activity in their hour of disaster, he won all hearts to 
gratitude. He soon introduced an improved method of 
constructing the dykes, and passed a law that they should 
in ftiture be kept up by the owners of the soil. There 
were fewer heavy floods from this time, though within less 
than three hundred years six fearful inundations swept 
over the land. 

In the Spring there is always great danger of inland 
freshets, especially in times of thaw, because the rivers, 
choked with blocks of ice, overflow before they can dis- 
chai^ their rapidly rising waters into the ocean. Added 
to this, the sea chaflng and pressing against the dykes, 
it is no wonder that Holland is often in a state of 
alarm. The greatest care is taken to prevent accidents. 
Engineers and workmen are stationed all along in 
threatened places, and a close watch is kept up night 
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and day. When a general signal of danger is given, the 
inhabitants all rash to the rescue, eager to combine 
against their common foe. As everywhere else straw 
is supposed to be of all things the most helpless in the 
water, of course in Holland it must be rendered the 
mainstay against a rushing tide. Huge straw mats 
are pressed against the embankments, fortified with 
clay and heavy stone, and, once adjusted, the ocean 
dashes against them in vain. 

Raff Brinker, the father of Gretel and Hans, had for 
years been employed upon the dykes. It was at the 
time of a threatened inundation, when in the midst of 
a terrible storm, in darkness and sleet, the men were 
labouring at a weak spot in the wall, that he fell and 
was taken home insensible. From that hour he never 
worked again; though he lived on, mind and memory 
were gone. 

Gretel could not remember him otherwise than as the 
strange silent man, whose eyes followed her vacantly 
whichever way she turned ; but Hans had recollections of 
a hearty, cheerful- voiced father, who was never tired of 
bearing him upon his shoulder, and whose careless song 
still seemed echoing near when he lay awake at night 
and listened. 
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THE SILYEB SKATES. 

Dame Bbinkeb earned a scanty support for her family by 
raising yegetables, spinning, and knitting. Once she had 
worked on board the barges plying np and down the canal, 
and had occasionally been harnessed with other women to 
the towing rope of a pakschuyt plying between Broek and 
Amsterdam. Bnt when Hans had grown strong and large, 
he had insisted npon doing all such drudgery in her place. 
Besides, her husband had become so very helpless of late, 
that he required her constant care. Although not having 
as much intelligence as a little child, he was yet strong of 
arm and very hearty, and Dame Brinker had sometimes 
great trouble in controlling him. 

" Ah ! children, he was so good and steady," she would 
sometimes say, " and as wise as a lawyer. Even the buiv 
gomaster would stop to ask him a question, and now, 
alack! he don't know his wife and little ones. You 
remember the father, Hans, when he was himself — a 
great brave man — don't you ? " 

"Yes, indeed, mother; he knew evreything, and could 
do anything under the sun — and how he would sing ! why, 
you used to laugh and say it was enough to set the wind- 
mills dancing." 

" So I did. Bless me ! how the boy remembers ! 
Gretol, child, take that knitting needle from, "jout faSi^'^, 
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qnick ; he'll get it in Ms eyes may be ; and pnt the shoe 
on him. His poor feet are like ice ,half the time, but I 

can't keep 'em covered all I can do " and then, half 

wailing, half humming, Dame Brinker woxdd sit down, and 
fill the low cottage with the whirr of her spimiing wheel. 

Nearly all the ont-door work, and much of the house- 
hold labonr, were performed by Hans and Grretel. At 
certain seasons of the year the children went ont day after 
day to gather peat, which they woxdd stow away in square, 
brick-like pieces, for ftiel. At other times, when home- 
work permitted, Hans rode the towing-horses on the 
canals, earning a few stivers* a day ; and Gretel tended 
geese for the neighbonring farmers. 

Hans was clever at carving in wood, and both he and 
Gretel were good gardeners. Gretel coxdd sing and sew 
and run on great, high, home-made stilts better than any 
girl for miles aronnd. She conld leani a ballad in five 
minutes, and find, in its season, any weed or flower you 
could name ; but she dreaded books, and often the very 
sight of the black-board in the old school-house would set 
her eyes swimming. Hans, on the contrary, was slow and 
steady. The harder the task, whether in study or daily 
labour, the better he liked it. Boys who sneered at him 
out of school, on account of his patched clothes and scant 
leather breeches, were forced to yield him the post of 
honour in nearly every class. It was not long before 
he was the only youngster in the school who had not 
♦ A stiver is worth aboirt a lialfpenny. 
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stood at least onee in the comer of horrors, where hung 
a dreaded whip, and over it this motto : 

** Leer, leer ! jon Inigaart, of dit endje tonw zal je le ren ! " * 

It was only in winter that Gretel and Hans could be 
spared to attend school ; and for the past month thej had 
been kept at home because their mother needed their 
services* Baff Brinker required constant attention, and 
there was black bread to be made, and the house to be 
kept dean, and stockings and other things to be knitted 
and sold in the market-place. 

While they were busily assisting their mother on this 
qold December morning, a merry troop of girls and boya 
came skimming down the canal. There were fine skaters 
among them, and as the bright medley of costumes flitted 
by, it looked from a distance as though the ice had sud- 
denly thawed, and some gay tulip-bed were floating along 
on the current. 

There was the rich burgomaster's daughter, Hilda van 
Gleck, with her costly furs and loose-fitting velvet sacque ; 
and, near by, a pretty peasant girl, Annie Bouman, jauntily 
attired in a coarse scarlet jacket and a blue skirt just short 
enough to display the grey homespun hose to advantage. 
Then there was the proud Rychie Korbes, whose father, 
Mynheer van Korbes, was one of the leading men of Am- 
sterdam; and, flocking closely around her, Carl Schummel, 
Peter and Ludwig van Help, Jacob Poot, and a very small 

* (Leam I leam f you idler, or thii rope's end shall teach yoiL) 

C 2 
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boy rejoicing' in the tremendous name of Yoostenwalbert 
Scliimmelpenninck. There were nearly twenty other boys 
and girls in the party, and one and all seemed fnll of 
excitement and frolic. 

Up and down the canal within the space of a half mile 
they skated, exerting their racing powers to the ntmost. 
Often the swiftest among them was seen to dodge from 
nnder the very nose of some pompons lawgiver or doctor, 
who with folded arms was skating leisxirely toward the 
town ; or a chain of girls would suddenly break at the 
approach of a fat old burgomaster who, with gold-headed 
cane poised in air, was puffing his way to Amsterdam. 
Equipped in skates wonderful to behold, from their superb 
strappings, and dazzling runners curving over the instep 
and topped with gilt balls, he would open his fat eyes a 
little if one of the maidens chanced to drop him a 
courtesy, but would not dare to bow in return for fear of 
losing his balance. 

Not only pleasure-seekers and stately men of note were 
upon the canal. There were work-people, with weary 
eyes, hastening to their shops and factories ; market- 
women with loads upon their heads ; pedlers bending 
with their packs ; bargemen with shaggy hair and 
bleared faces, jostling roughly on their way; kind-eyed 
clergymen, speeding perhaps to the bedsides of the dying ; 
and, after a while, groups of children, with satchels slung 
over their shoulders, whizzing past, towards the distant 
BcbooL One and all wore skates, excepting, indeed, a 
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maffled-np fanner whose queer cart bumped along on the 
margin of the canal. 

Before long our meny boys and girls were almost lost 
in the confiision of bright colours, the ceaseless motion, 
and the gleaming of skates flashing back the sunlight. 
We might have known no more of them had not the 
whole party suddenly come to a standstill, and, grouping 
themselves out of the way of the passers-by, all talked 
at once to a pretty little maiden, whom they had drawn 
firom the tide of people flowing toward the town. 

" Oh, KAtrinka ! " they cried, in a breath, " have you 
heard of it ? The race — we want you to join ! " 

" What race ? " asked Katrinka, laughing. " Don't aU 
talk at once, please ; I can't understand." 

Every one panted and looked at Rychie Korbes, who 
waa their acknowledged spokeswoman. 

" Why," said Rychie, " we are to have a grand skating 
match on the twentieth, on Mevrouw* van Gleck's birth- 
day. It's all Hilda's work. They are going to give a 
splendid prize to the best skater." 

"Yes," chimed in half-a-dozen voices, " a beautiful pair 
of silver skates — perfectly magnificent! with, oh I such 
straps and silver bells and buckles I " 

" Who said they had bells ? " put in the small voice of 
the boy with the big name. 

"J say so. Master Yoost," replied Rychie. 

"So they have " "No, I'm sure they haven't " 

* Mrs. or Madame (pronounced MsmyoiiV\ 
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** Ohy how can you say so ? " " It's an arrow " 

and "Mynheer van Korbes told my mother they had 

hells " came from sundry of the excited group ; but 

Mynheer Yoostenwalbert Schimmelpenninck essayed to 
settle the matter with a decisive — 

" Well, you don't any of you know a single thing about 
it ; they haven't a sign of a bell on them, they " 

" Oh ! oh ! " and the chorus of conflicting opinion broke 
forth again. 

" The girls' pair are to have bells," interposed Hilda, 
quietly, " but there is to be another pair for the boys with 
an arrow engraved upon the sides." 

" There 1 1 told you so ! " cried nearly all the youngsters 
in a breath. 

Katrinka looked at them with bewildered eyes. 

" Who is to try ? " she asked. 

" All of us," answered Rychie. " It will be such fun ! 
And you must, too, Katrinka. But it's school time now ; 
we will talk it all over at noon. Oh ! you wiU join, of 
course." 

Katrinka, without replying, made a graceM pirouette, 
and laughing out a coquettish " Don't you hear the last 
bell ? Catch me ! " darted off toward the school-house, 
standing half a mile away, on the canaL 

All started, pell-mell, at this challenge, but they tried in 
vain to catch the bright-eyed, laughing creature, who, with 
golden hair streaming in the sunlight, cast back many a 
sparkling glance of triumph as she floated onward. 
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HANS AND GBETEL FIND A FBIEND. 

At noon our yoiing Mends ponred fortib from the sohool- 
lionse, intent npon having an hour's practising upon the 
canal. 

They had skated but a few moments when Carl 
Schnmmel said mockingly to Hilda, — 

" There's a pretty pair just coming npon the ice ! The 
little rag-pickers ! Their skates mnst have been a present 
from the king direct." 

" They are patient creatures," said Hilda, gently. " It 
must have been hard to learn to skate upon such queer 
affairs. They are very poor peasants, you see. The boy 
lias probably made the skates himself." 

Carl was somewhat abashed. 

'' Patient they may be, but as for skating, they start off 
pretty well only to finish with a jerk. They could move 
well to your new staccato piece, I think." 

Hilda laughed pleasantly and left him. Afker joining 
a small detachment of the racers, and sailing past every 
one of them, she halted beside Ghretel, who, with eager 
eyes, had been watching the sport. 

" What is your name, little girl ? " 

" Gretel, my lady," answered the child, somewhat awed 
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by Hilda's rank, thougli they were nearly of the same 
age, " and my brother is called Hans." 

"Hans is a stent fellow," said Hilda, cheerily, "and 
seems to have a warm stove somewhere within him ; but 
you look cold. Ton should wear more clothing, little 
one.*' 

Gretel, who had nothing else to wear, tried to langh, 
as she answered, — 

" I am not so very little. I am past twelve years 
old." 

" Oh, I beg your pardon. Yon see I am nearly fourteen, 
and so large of my age that other girls seem small to me ; 
but that is nothing. Perhaps you will shoot up far above 
me yet; not unless you dress more warmly, though — 
shivering girls never grow." 

Hans flushed as he saw tears rising in Gretel's eyes. 

" My sister has not complained of the cold ; but this is 
bitter weather they say — " and he looked sadly upon 
Gbetel. 

" It is nothing," said Ghretel. " I am often warm — too 
warm when I am skating. You are good, jufvrrouw,* to 
think of it." 

**No, no," answered Hilda, quite angry a,t herself. "I 
am careless, cruel ; but I meant no harm. I wanted to 
ask you — I mean — ^if — " and here Hilda, coming to the 



* Miss — ^young lady (pronounced tuffrow). In stndied or polito 
jtdditaa it would be jongvrowe (pronounced TOxmoFSow). 
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point of her errand, faltered before the poorly clad bat 
noble-looking children she wished to serve. 

" What is it, yonng lady ? " exclaimed Hans, eagerly. 
*'If there is any service I can do ? any " * 

"Oh! no, no," laughed Hilda, shaking off her em- 
barrassment, " I only wished to speak to you about the 
grand race. Why do you not join it ? You both can 
skate well, and the ranks are free. Any one may enter 
for the prize." 

Gretel looked wistftiUy at Hans, who, tugging at his 
cap, answered respectfully, — 

" Ah, jufvpouw, even if we could enter, we could skate 
only a few strokes with the rest. Our skates are hard 
wood, yon see " (holding up the sole of his foot), " but 
they soon become damp, and then they stick and trip 
us," 

Gbetel's eyes twinkled with ftin as she thought of Hans' 
mishap in the morning, but she blushed as she faltered 
out timidly, — 

" Oh no, we can't join : but may we be there, my lady, 
on the great day, to look on ? " 

" Certainly," answered Hilda, looking kindly into the 
two earnest faces, and wishing from her heart that she 
had not spent so much of her monthly allowance for lace 
And finery. She had but eight kwartjes* left, and they 
would buy but one pair of skates, at the ftirthest. 

* A kwartje is a small silver coin worth one quarter of a guilder, or 
three pence. 
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Looking down with a sigh at the two pair of feet so 
very different in size, she asked, — 

" Which of you is the better skater ? " 

" Gretel," replied Hans, promptly. 

" Hans,*' answered Qretel, in the same breath. 

Hilda smiled. 

" I cannot bny you each a pair of skates, or even 
one good pair ; but here are eight kwartjes. Decide 
between you which stands the best chance of winning 
the race, and buy the skates accordingly. I wish I had 
enough to buy better ones — good bye ! " and, with a nod 
and a smile, Hilda, after handing the money to the 
electrified Hans, glided swiftly away to rejoin her com- 
panions. 

" JufTrouw! jufvTouw von Grleck!" called Hans in a 
loud tone, stumbling after her as well as he could, for 
one of his skate-strings was untied. 

Hilda turned, and with one hand raised to shield her 
eyes fipom the sun, seemed ta him to be floating through 
the air, nearer and nearer. 

" We cannot take this money," panted Hans, ** though 
we know your goodness in giving it." 

" Why not, indeed ? " asked Hilda, flushing. 

" Because," replied Hans, bowing like a clown, bat 
looking with the eye of a prince at the queenly girl, 
" we have not earned it." 

Hilda was quick-witted. She had noticed a pretty 
wooden chain upon Gretel's neck. 
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" Cairo me a chain, Hans, like the one yonr sLster 
wears." 

" That I mil, lady, with all my heart, we have white- 
wood in the house, fine as ivory; you shall have one 
to-morrow," and Hans hastily tried to return the money. 

** No, no," said Hilda decidedly. " That sum will be 
hut a poor price for the chain;" and off she darted, out- 
stripping the fleetest among the skaters. 

Hans sent a long bewildered gaze after her; it was 
useless, he felt, to make any j^urther resistance. 

" It is right," he muttered, half to himself, half to his 
faithfdl shadow, Gretel ; " I must work hard every minute, 
and sit up half the night, if the mother will let me bum 
a candle ; but the chain shall be finished. We may keep 
the money, Gretel." 

" What a good little lady ! " cried Gretel, clapping her 
hands with deHght. ^']^ow, Hans, if mother sends us 
to town to-morrow you can buy the skates in the market- 
place." 

Hans shook his head. " The young lady would have 
given us the money to buy skates ; but if I earn it, Gretel, 
it shall be spent for wool. You must have a warm jacket." 

** Oh ! " cried Gretel, in real dismay, " not buy the 
skates ! Why, I am not often cold ! Mother says the 
blood runs up and down in poor children's veins humming 
' I must keep *em warm ! I must keep 'em warm.* " 

" Oh, Hans," she continued, with something like a sob, 
" don't say you won't buy the skates ; it makes me feel 
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just Kke crying — besides, I want to be c(dd — ^I mem Fm 
reallj warm — so now \ " 

Haoia looked up bnrriedly. He bad a ime Doteb horror 
of tears, or emotion of any kind, and, most of all, be 
dreaded to see bis sister's bine eyes overflowing. 

** Now mind," cried Gretel, seeing ber adyantage^ " Fll 
feel very angry if yon give np tbe skates. I dcm't want 
tbem. I'm not so stingy as tbat ; bnt I want yum to bave 
tbem, and tben wben I get bigger tbeyH do fwr me— obr-h 
connt tbe pieces, Hans. Did yon ever see so many !" 

Hans turned tbe money tbongbtfnlly in bis palm. 
Never in all bis life bad be longed so intensely for a pair 
of skates ; for be bad known of tbe race, and bad, boy-like, 
fairly acbed for a cbance to test bis powers witb tbe otber 
cbildren. He felt confident tbat, witb a good pair of iron 
runners, be could readily distance most of tbe boys on tbe 
canal. Tben, too, Gretel's argument was so plausible. On 
tbe otber band, be knew tbat sbe, witb ber strong bnt 
lithe little frame, needed but a week's practice on good 
runners, to make ber a better skater than Rycbie Korbes 
or even Katrinka Mack. As soon as this last thought 
flashed upon him his resolve was made. K Gretel would 
not have the jacket, she should have the skates. 

" No, Gretel," he answered at last, " I can wait. Some 
day I may have money enough saved to buy a fine pair. 
You shall have these." 

Gretel's eyes sparkled; bnt in another instant she 
jJ2S2Bted, rather faintly, — 
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** The young lady gave the money to you^ Hans. I 
should be wrong to take it." 

Hans shook his head, resolutely, as he trudged on, 
causing his sister to half skip and half Walk in her effort 
to keep beside him. By this time they had taken off their 
wooden " rockers," and were hastening home to tell their 
mother the good news. 

"Oh! I know!" cried Gretel, in a sprightly tone. 
" Yon can do this. You can get a pair a little too small 
for you, and too big for me, and we can take turns and 
use them. Won't that be fine ? '* and Gretel clapped her 
hands again. 

Poor Hans ! This was a strong temptation, but he 
pushed it away from him, brave-hearted fellow that he was. 

" Nonsense, Gretel. You could never get on with a 
big pair. You stumbled about with these, like a blind 
chicken, before I curved off the ends. No, you must 
have a pair to fit exactly, and you must practise every 
chance you can get, until the twentieth comes. My 
Htde Gretel shall win the silver skates." 

Gbetel could not help laughing with delight at the very 
idea. 

" Hans ! Gretel! " called out a familiar voice. 

" Coming, mother !*' and they hastened toward the 
cottage, Hans still shaking the pieces of silver in his 
hand. 

On the following day, there was not a -prouder uoy «. 
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happier boy in all Holland than Hans Brinker, as he 
watched his sister, with many a dexterons sweep, flying 
in and oat among the skaters who at sundown thronged 
the canal. A warm jacket had been given her by the 
kind-hearted Hilda, and the bnrst-out shoes had been 
cobbled into decency by Dame Brinker. As the little 
creature darted backward and forward, flushed with 
enjoyment, and quite unconscious of the many wondering 
glances bent upon her, she felt that the shining runners 
beneath her feet had suddenly turned earth into Fairy- 
land, while *' Hans, dear good Hans!" echoed itself 
over and over again in her grateful heart. 

" By den donder!" exclaimed Peter van Holp to Carl 
Schummel, " but that little one in the red jacket and 
patched petticoat skates welL Gunst! she has toes on 
her heels, and eyes in the back of her head ! See her ! 
It will be a joke if she gets in the race and beats 
Katrinka Flack, after all." 

" Hush! not so loud!" returned Carl, rather sneeringly. 
** That little lady in rags is the special pet of Hilda van 
Gleck. Those shining skates are her gift, if I make no 
mistake." 

*^ So ! so ! " exclaimed Peter, with a radiant smile, 
for Hilda was his best friend. " She has been at her 
good work there, too!" And Mynheer van Holp, after 
cutting a double 8 on the ice, to say nothing of a hnge 
P, then a jump, and an H, glided onward until he found 
himsdf beeide Hilda. 
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Hand in hand, thej skatbd together, laughingly at 
first, then staidlj, talking in a low tone. 

Strange to say, Petei: van Holp soon arrived at a 
sndden conyiction that his little sister needed a wooden 
chain jnst like Hilda's. 

Two days afterward, on St. Nicholas' Eve, Hans, 
havinjg burned three candle-ends, and cut his thumb into 
the bargain, stood in the market-place at Amsterdam, 
buying another pair of skates. 



V. 

SHADOWS IN THE HOME. 



OtooD Dame Brinker ! As soon as the scanty dinner had 
been cleared away that noon, she had arrayed herself in 
her holiday attire, in honour of St. Nicholas. " It vdll 
brighten the children," she thought to herself; and she 
was not mistaken. This festival dress had been worn 
very seldom during the past ten years ; before that time 
it had done good service, and had flourished at many a 
dance and Kermis, when she was known, far and wide, 
as the pretty Meitje Klenck. The children had sometimes 
been granted rare glimpses of it as it lay in state in the 
old oaken chest. Faded and threadbare as it was, it was 
gorgeous in their eyes, with its white linen tucker, now 
gathered to her plump throat, and vanishing beneath the 
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trim bodice of bine homespilii, and its reddisli brown skirt 
bordered with black. The knitted woollen mitts, and the 
dainty cap showing her hair, which generally was hidden, 
made her seem almost like a princess to Gretel, while 
master Hans grew staid and well-behaved as he gazed. 

" Come, Hans," said the dame ; " don't stand gaping 
at me all day, and the new skates waiting for you at 
Amsterdam." 

"Ah, mother," he answered, "you need many things. 
Why should I buy skates ? " 

"Nonsense, child. The money was given to you on 
purpose, or the work was — it's all the same thing. Go 
while the sun is high." 

"Yes, and hurry back, Hans! " laughed Gretel, "we'll 
race on the canal to-night, if the mother lets us." 

At the very threshold he turned to say, "Your spin- 
ning-wheel wants a new treadle, mother." 

"You can make it, Hans." 

" So I can. That will take no money. But you need 
feathers, and wool, and meal, and " 

"There, there! That will do. Your silver cannot 
buy everything. Ah! Hans, if our stolen money would 
but come back on this bright Saint Nicholas' Eve, how 
glad we should be ! Not a sight have I had of it since 
the day before the dear fiather was hurt — as you well 
know, Hans." 

"That I do, mother," he answered sadly, "though you 
2mre ahnoat pulled down the cottage in searching." 
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"Ay; bnt it was of no use," moaned the dame, 
* Jliders make best finders.' " 

Hans started. "Do yon think the father conld tell 
aught ? " he asked mysteriously. 

"Ay, indeed," said Dame Brinker, nodding her head, 
" I think so, bnt that is no sign. I never hold the same 
belief in the matter two days. Mayhap the father paid 
it off for the great silver watch we have been guarding 
since that day. But no — I'll never believe it." 

"The watch was not worth a quarter of the money, 
mother." 

"No, indeed; and your father was a shrewd man up 
to the last moment. He was too steady and thrifty for 
silly doings." 

" Where did the watch come from, I wonder," muttered 
Hans, half to himself. 

Dame Brinker shook her head, and looked sadly to- 
ward her husband, who sat staring^ blankly at the floor. 
Gretel stood near him, knitting. 

" That we shall never know, Hans. I have shown it 
to the father many a time, but he does not know it from 
a potato. When he came in that dreadful night to 
supper, hie handed the watch to me and told me to take 
good care of it until he asked for it again. Just as he 
opened his lips to say more, Broom Klatterboost came 
flying in with word that the dyke was in danger. Ah ! 
the waters were terrible that holy Pinxter-week ! Your 
fiather caught up his tools and ran oul, TW';* ^^s^ 
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tiie last I ever saw of him in liis riglit mind. He was 
brought in again by midnight, nearly dead, with his poop 
head aU bruised and cnt. The fever passed off in time, 
bnt never the dulness — that grew worse every day. We 
shall never know." 

Hans had heard all this before. More than once he 
had seen his ' mother, in honrs of sore need, take the 
watch from its hiding-place, half resolved to sell it ; but 
she had always conquered the temptation. 

"No, Hans," she would say, "we must be nearer 
starving than this before we turn faithless to the father ! " 

A memory of some such scene crossed her son's mind 
now ; for, after giving a heavy ' sigh, and filliping a 
crumb of wax at Gretel across the table, he said, — 

"Ay, mother, you have done bravely to keep it — 
many a one would have tossed it off fo^ gold long ago." 

" And more shame for them ! " exclaimed the dame, 
indignantly, "i" wotiLd not do it. We will never part 
company with the watch. In his dying hour the dear 
father might wake and ask for it." 

"Might waJce, mother!" echoed Hans, "wake — and 
know us ? " 

"Ay, child," almost whispered his mother; "such 
things have been." 

By this time Hans had nearly forgotten his proposed 
errand to Amsterdam. His mother had seldom spoken 
fio &miliarly with him. He felt himself now to be not 
only her son, but her friend, her adviser. 
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^'7ou «i!e right, mother. We most ne^er gire vp 
the ^v^atc^. For the father's sake, we will guard it 
always. The money, thongh, may come to light when 
we least expect it." 

'^ Never ! " cried Dame Brinker, taking the last stitch 
fi^m her needle with a jerk, and laying the unfinished 
knitting heavily npon her lap. ^' There is no chance ! One 
thoosand gmlders and all gone in a day ! One ihonsand 
guilders — Oh! what conld have hecome of them? K 
they went in an evil way, the thief would have confessed 
by this on his dying bed — ^he would not dare to die with 
such guilt on his soul ! " 

"He may not be dead yet," said Hans, soothingly; 
" any day we may hear of him." 

" Ah, child," she said, in a changed tone, " what thief 
would eiver have come here? It was always neat and 
clean, thank Ood ! but not fine ; for the father and I 
saved and saved that we might have something laid by. 
^litde and often soon fills the pouch.' We found it so 
in trutih; besides, the father had a goodly sum already, 
for service done to the Heemocht lands, at the time of 
the great inundation. Every week we had a guilder left 
over, Bomei^es more ; for the &ther worked extra hours, 
and could get high pay for his labour. Every Saturday 
night we put something by, except the time when you 
had ihe fever, Hans, and when Gretel came. At last 
the pouch grew so fall that I mended an old stocking 
and commenced again. Now that I look back, it seems 

D 2 
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that the money was up to the heel in a few smmy weeks. 
There was great pay in those days if a man was qnick 
at engineer work. The stocking went on filling with 
copper and silver — ay, and gold. You may well open 
your eyes, Gretel. I used to laugh and tell the father it 
was not for poverty I wore my old gown; — and the 
stocking went on filling— so foil that sometimes, when I 
woke at night, Fd get up, sofb and quiet, and go feel it 
in the moonlight. Then, on my knees, I would thank 
our Lord that my little ones could in time get good 
learning, and that the father might rest from labour in 
his old age. Sometimes, at supper, the father and I 
would talk about a new chimney and a good winter-room 
for the cow ; but my man, forsooth, had finer plans even 
than that. *A big sail,' says he, 'catches the wind — 
we can do what we will soon ; ' and then we would sing 
together as I washed my dishes. Not a thing vexed me 
from morning till night. Every week the father would 
take out the stocking, and drop in the money and laugh 

and kiss me as we tied it up together. Up with you, 

Hans ! there you sit gaping, and the day a wasting ! " 
added Dame Brinker, tartly, blushing to find that she 
had been speaking too freely to her boy ; " it's high time 
you were on your way." 

Hans had seated himself, and was looking earnestly into 
her face. He arose, and, in almost a whisper, asked, — 

" Have you ever tried^ mother ? " 

She understood him. 
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"Yes, child, often. But the father only laughs, or 
he stares at me so strange I am glad to ask no more. 
When you and Gbretel had the fever last winter, and 
our bread was nearly gone, and I could earn nothing, 
for fear you would die while my face was turned, oh ! I 
tried then! I smoothed his hair, and whispered to him, 
soft as a kitten, about the money — where it was — who 
had it P Alack ! he would pick at my sleeve, and 
whisper gibberish till my blood ran cold. At last, 
while Gretel lay whiter than snow, and you were 
raving on the bed, I screamed to him — ^it seemed as 
if he must hear me — * Baff, where is our money ? Do 
you know aught of the money. Raff? — the money in 
the pouch and the stocking, in the big chest?' — ^but 
I might as well have talked to a stone — I might 
afi " 

The mother's voice sounded so strangely, and her 
eye was so bright, that Hans, with a new anxiety, 
laid his hand upon her shoulder. 

"Come, mother," he said, "let us try to forget 
this money. I am big and strong — Gretel, too, is very 
quick and willing. Soon all will be prosperous with 
us again. Why, mother, Gbretel and I would rather 
see thee bright and happy, than to have all the silver 
in the world — wouldn't we, Gretel ? " 

" The mother knows it, " said Gretel, sobbing. 
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VI. 

SUNBEAMS. 

Dame Beinkee was startled at her children's emotioii; 
glad, too — ^for it proved how loving and true, they 
were. 

Beantifol ladies, in [princely homes, often smile sud- 
denly and sweetly, gladdening the very air aronnd 
them ; but I doubt if their smile be more welcome in 
God's sight than that which sprang forth to cheer the 
roughly clad boy and girl in the humble cottage. Dame 
Brinker felt that she had been selfish. Blushing and 
brightening, she hastily wiped her eyes, and looked upon 
them as only a mother can. 

"Hoity! Toity! pretty talk we're having, and Saint 
Nicholas' Eva almost here ! What wonder the yam 
pricks my fingers! Come, Gretel, take this cent,* and 
while Hans is trading for the skates you can buy a waffle 
in the market-place. 

" Let me stay home with you, mother," said Gretel, 
looking up with eyes that sparkled through their tears. 
" Hans will buy me the cake." 

" As you will, child, and Hans — ^wait a moment. Three 
turns of the needle will finish this toe, and then you 
may have as good a pair of hose as ever were knitted 
* The Dutch cent is worth a farthing. 
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(owning the yam is a grain too sharp), to sell to the 
hosier on the Heireen Qracht.* That will give us three 
qnarter-gpiilders if 70a make good trade ; and as it's 
right hungry weather, you may buy four waffles. We'll 
keep the Feast of Saint Nicholas after alL" 

Gretel clapped her hands. " That will be fine ! Annie 
Bouman told me what grand times they will have in the 
big houses to-night. But we will be merry too. Hans 
will have beautifdl new skates — and then there'll be 
the waffles ! Oh-h ! Don't break them, brother Hans. 
Wrap them well, and button them under your jacket very 
carefdlly." 

" Certainly," replied Hans, quite grufi" with pleasure 
and importance. 

" Oh ! mother ! " cried Gretel, in high glee, " soon you 
will be busied with the father, and now you are only 
knitting. Do tell us all about Saint Nicholas ! " 

Dame Brinker laughed to see Hans hang up his hat 
and prepare to listen. "Nonsense, children," she said; 
" I have told it to you often." 

" Tell us again ! oh, do tell us again ! " cried Gretel, 
throwing herself upon the wonderM wooden bench that 
her brother had made on the mother's last birthday. 
Hans, not wishing to appear childish, and yet quite 
willing to hear the story, stood carelessly swinging his 
skates against the fire-place. 

" Well, children, you shall hear it ; but we must never 
* A street in Amsterdam. 
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waste tlie daylight agam in this way. Pick up your 
ball, Gretel, and let yonr sock grow as I talk. Opening 
your ears needn't shut your fingers. Saint Nicholas, 
you must know, is a wonderful saint. He keeps his 
eye open for the good of sailors, but he cares most of all 
for boys and girls. Well, once upon a time, when 
he was living on the earth, a merchant of Asia sent 
his three sons to a great city, called Athens, to get- 
learning." 

" Is Athens in Holland, mother ? " asked Gretel. 

" I don't know, child. Probably it is." 

" Oh, no, mother," said Hans, respectfully. " I had 
that in my geography lessons long ago. Athens is in 
* Greece." 

" Well," resumed the mother, " what matter ? Greece 
may belong to the King, for aught we know. Anyhow, 
this rich merchant sent his sons to Athens. While they 
were on their way, they stopped one night at a shabby 
inn, meaning to take up their journey in the morning. 
Well, they had very fine clothes — velvet and silk, it 
may be, such as rich folks' children, all over the world, 
think nothing of wearing — and their belts, likewise, were 
ftdl of money. What did the wicked landlord do, but 
contrive a plan to kill the children, and take their money 
and all their beautiful clothes himself. So that night, 
when all the world was asleep, he got up and killed the 
three young gentlemen," 

Gretel clasped her hands and shuddered, but Hans 
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tried to look as if killing and murder were every-day 
matters to bim. 

''That was not the worst of it," continued Dame 
Brinker, knitting slowly, and trying to keep count of 
her stitches as she talked ; " that was not near the worst 
of it. The dreadftil landlord went and cut up the young 
gentlemen's bodies into little pieces, and threw them 
into a great tub of brine, intending to sell them for 
pickled pork ! " 

" OH ! " cried Gretel, horror-stricken, though she had 
often heard the story before. Hans still continued un- 
moved, and seemed to think that pickling was the best 
that could be done under the circumstances. 

" Yes, he pickled them, and one might think that would 
have been the last of the young gentlemen. But no. 
That night Saint Nicholas had a wonderful vision, and in 
it he saw the landlord cutting up the merchant's children. 
There was no need of his hurrying, you know, for he was a 
saint ; but in the morning he went to the inn and charged 
the landlord with the murder. Then the wicked landlord 
confessed it from beginning to end, and fell down on his 
knees, begging forgiveness. He felt so sorry for what he 
had done that he asked the saint to bring the young 
masters to life." 

" And did the saint do it ? " asked Gretel, delighted, 
well knowing what the answer would be. 

" Of course he did. The pickled pieces flew together 
in an instant, and out jumped the young gentlemen from 
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the brine-tab. Thej cast themselves at the feet of Saint 
Nicholas, and he gave them his blessing, and-*oh ! mercy 
cm US, EEans, it wiU be dark before yon get back if yon 
don't start this minnte ! " 

By this time Dame Brinker was almost ont of bceath, 
and qnite ont of commas. She conld not remember when 
she had seen the children idle away an honr of daylight 
in this manner, and the thonght of such Inxmy qnite 
appalled her. By way of compensation she now flew 
abont the room in extreme haste. Tossing a block 
of poat npon the fire, blowing invisible dnst firom the 
table, and handing the finished hose to Hans, all in an 
instant. 

" Come, Hans," she said, as her boy lingered by the 
door, " what keeps thee ? " 

Hans kissed his mother's plump cheek, rosy and fresh 
yet, in spite of all her troubles — " My mother is the best 
in the world, and I would be right glad to have a pair of 
skates, but " — and, as he buttoned his jacket, he looked, 
in a troubled way, toward a strange figure crouching by 
the hearth-stone — " if my money would bring a meester* 
from Amsterdam to see the father, something might yet 
be done." 

"A meester would not come, Hans, for twice that 
money; and it would do no good if he did. Ah! how 
many guilders I once spent for that ; but the dear good 

* Doctor (dokter in Dutch), called meester by the lower eIiH»* 
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fether wonld not waken. It is God's will. Go, Hans, 
and bny the skates." 

Hans started witli a lieayy heart, but since the heart 
was yoxing, and in a boy's bosom, it set him whistling in 
less than five minntes. His mother had said '^ thee " to 
him, and that was quite enough to make even a dark 
day snnny. Hollanders do not address each other, in 
affectionate interconrse, as the French and Germans do. 
But Dame Brinker had embroidered for a' Heidelberg 
&mily in her girlhood, and she had carried its '' thee " and 
**thon" into her rude home, to be used in momeijits of 
CKtreme love and tenderness. 

Therefore, " what keeps thee, Hans ? " sang an echo 
song beneath the boy's whistling, and made him feel 
that his errand was blest. 



yn. 

HANS HAS HIS WAY. 



BitOEK, with its quiet spotless streets, its frozen rivulets, 
its yellow brick pavements, and bright wooden houses, 
was near by. It was a village where neatness and show 
were in full blossom ; but the inhabitants seemed to be 
either asleep or dead. 

Ifot a foot-print marred the sanded paths, where pebbles 
and sea-sheUs lay in fanciful designs. Every window- 
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slmtter was closed as tightly as thongh air and sunshine 
were poison; and the massive fix)nt doors were never 
opened except on the occasion of a wedding, christening, 
or a funeral. 

Serene clonds of tobacco-smoke were floating throngh 
hidden apartments, and children, who otherwise might 
have awakened the place, were studying in out-of-the-way 
comers, or skating upon the neighbouring canal. A few 
peacocks and wolves stood in the gardens, but they had 
never enjoyed the luxury of flesh and blood. They were 
cut out in growing box, and seemed guarding the grounds 
with a sort of green ferocity. Certain lively automata, 
ducks, women, and sportsmen, were stowed in summer- 
houses, waiting for the spring-time, when they could be 
wound up, and rival their owners in animation ; and the 
shining tiled roofs, mosaic court-yards, and polished house- 
trimmings flashed up a silent homage to the sky, where 
never a speck of dust could dwell. 

Hans glanced toward the village, as he shook his silver 
kwartjes, and wondered whether it were really true, as he 
had often heard, that some of the people of Broek were so 
rich that they used kitchen utensils of solid gold. 

He had seen Mevrouw van Stoop's sweet-cheeses in 
market, and he knew that the lofty dame earned many 
a bright silver guilder in selling them. But did she set 
the cream to rise in golden pans ? Did she use a golden 
skimmer P When her cows were in winter quarters, 
m&re their tails really tied up with ribbons ? 
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These thoughts ran fchrongh his mind as he turned his 
&ce towards Amsterdam, not five miles away, on the other 
side of the frozen T. * The ice npon the canal was perfect ; 
but his wooden runners, so soon to be cast aside, 
squeaked a dismal farewell, as he scraped and skimmed 
along. 

When crossing the T, whom should he see skating to- 
ward him but the great Dr. Boekman, the most famous 
physician and surgeon in Holland. Hans had never met 
him before, but he had seen his engraved likeness in many 
of the shop-windows of Amsterdam. It was a face that 
one could never forget. Thin and lank, though a bom 
Dutchman, with stem blue eyes, and queer compressed 
Ups, that seemed to say "no smiling permitted," he 
certainly was not a very jolly or sociable looking person- 
age, nor one that a well-trained boy would care to accost 
unbidden. 

But Hans waa bidden, and that, too, by a voice he 
seldom disregarded — ^his own conscience. 

"Here comes the greatest doctor in the world," 
whispered the voice ; " God has sent him ; you have no 
right to buy skates when you might, with the same 
money, pxirchase such aid for your fitther ! " 

The wooden runners gave an exultant squeak. Hundreds 
of beautiful skates were gleaming and vanishing in the air 
above him. He felt the money tingle in his fingers. The 
old doctor looked fearfully grim and forbidding. Hans' 

* Fronotmced Ete, an arm of the Zmdet Zee. 
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heart wajs in his throat, bnt he formd voice enough to ciy 
ont, just as he was passing, — 

" Mynheer Boekman ! " 

The great man halted, and sticking out his thin under 
lip, looked scowlingly about him. 

Hans was in for it now. 

"Mynheer," he panted, drawing close to the fieMe- 
looking doctor, " I knew you could be none other than the 
famous Bookman. I have to ask a great favou r » " 

" Humph ! " muttered the doctor, preparing to skate 
past the intruder, — " Get out of the way — I've no money 
— never give to beggars." 

"lam no beggar. Mynheer," retorted Hans, proudly, 
at the same time producing his mite of silver with a 
grand air ; " I wish to consult with you about my father. 
Ho is a living man, but sits like one dead. He cannot 
think. His words mean nothing — but he is not sick. 
He foil on the dykes." 

" Hey ? what ? " cried the doctor, beginning to listen. 

Hans told the whole story in an incoherent way, 
dashing off a tear once or twice as he talked, and finally 
ending with an earnest, — 

" Oh, do see him. Mynheer. His body is well— it is 
only his mind — ^I know this money is not enough ; but 
take it. Mynheer, I will earn more— I know I shall — ^Oh ! 
I will toil for you all my life, if you will but cttre my 
father !»' 

What vras ihe laatter witii the ^Id doctor ? A brighi>- 
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ness like smiliglit beamed from liis face. His eyes were 
kind and moist; the hand that had lately clutched his 
cane, as if preparing to strike, was laid gently upon 
Hans' shoulder. 

" Put up your money, boy, I do not want it — we will 
see your father. It is a hopeless case, I fear. How long 
did you say? " 

" Ten years, Mynheer," sobbed Hans, radiant with 
sudden hope. 

" Ah ! a bad case ; but I will see him. Let me think. 
To-day I start for Leyden, to return in a week ; then you 
may expect me. Where is it ? " 

" A mile south of Broek, Mynheer, near the canal. It 
is only a poor, broken-down hut. Any of the children 
thereabout can point it out to your honour," added Hans, 
with a heavy sigh ; " they are aU half afraid of the place ; 
they call it the idiot's cottage." 

" That will do," said the doctor, hurrying on, with a 
bright backward nod at Hans; '*I shall be there. A 
hopeless case,'" he muttered to himself, "but the boy 
pleases me. His eye is like my poor Laurens. Confound 
it, shall I never forget that young scoundrel ! " and, 
scowling more darkly than ever, the doctor pursued Jiis 
silent way. 

Again Hans was skating toward Amsterdam on the 
squeaking wooden runners; again his fingers tingled 
against the money in his pocket ; again the boyish whistle 
rose unconsciously to his lips. 
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"Shall I hurry home," he was thinkiiig, "and tell 
the good news, or shall I get the waffles and the new 
skates first? I think TU go on ! " 

And so Hans bought the skates. 



yni. 

INTRODUCING JACOB POOT AND HIS COUSIN. 

Hans and Gretel had a fine frolic early on that Saint 
Nicholas' eve. There was a bright moon; and their 
mother, though she believed herself to be without any 
hope of her husband's improvement, had been made so 
happy at the prospect of the meester's visit that she had 
yielded to the children's entreaties for an hour's skating 
before bed-time. 

Hans was delighted with his new skates, and in his 
eagerness to show Gretel how perfectly they " worked " 
did many things upon the ice, that caused the little maid 
to clasp her hands in solemn admiration. They were not 
alone, though they seemed quite unheeded by the various 
groups assembled upon the canal. 

The two Yan Helps and Carl Schummel were there, 
testing their fleetness to the utmost. Out of four trials 
Peter Van Help had beaten three times. Consequently 
Carl, never very amiable, was in anything but a good 
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iramoTir. He had relieved liiinself by taunting young 
Schimmelpenninck, who, being smaller than the others, 
kept meekly near them, T^ithout feeling exactly like one 
of the party; bnt now a new thought seized Carl, or 
rather he seized the new thought and made an onset 
upon his friends. 

"I say, boys, let's put a stop to those young rag- 
pickers from the idiot's cottage joining the race. Hilda 
must be crazy to think of it. Katrinka Flack and 
Rychie Korbes are furious at the very idea of racing 
with the girl ; and for my part, I don't blame them. As 
for the boy, if we've a spark of manhood in us we will 
scorn the very idea of " 

*' Certainly we will ! " interposed Peter Van Holp, 
purposely mistaking Carl's meaning, "who doubts it? 
No fellow with a spark of manhood in him would 
refuse to let in two good skaters just because they were 
poor ! " 

Carl wheeled about savagely. 

"Not so fast, master! and I'd thank you not to put 
words in other people's mouths. Tou'd best not try it 
again." 

"Ha! ha!" laughed little Voostenwalbert Schimmel- 
penninck, delighted at the prospect of a fight, and sure 
that, if it should come to blows, his favourite Peter could 
beat a dozen excitable fellows like Carl. 

Something in Peter's eye made Carl glad to turn to 
a weaker offender. He wheeled furiously upo"n.Noo^\i, 
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**Wliat are you sliriekiiig about, you Bttle ^vreasel! 
Tott skiimy herring you, you little monkey with n long 
name for a tail ! " 

Hal^a-dozen bystanders and by-skaters :«et up an 
applauding sbout at this brave -witticism ; and Carl, feel- 
ing that he had fairly vanquished his foes, was restored 
to partial good humour. He, however, prudently resolved 
to defer plotting against Hans and Gretel until frome 
time when Peter should not be present. 

Just then, his friend, Jacob Poot, was seen approach- 
ing. They could not distinguish his features at first; 
but as he was the stoutest boy in the neighbourhood 
there could be no mistaking his form. 

"Hola! here comes Fatty!" exclaimed Carl, *fand 
there's some one with him — a slender fellow, a stranger." 

"Ha! ha! that's like good bacon," cried Ludwig; "a 
streak of lean and a streak of fat." 

" That's Jacob's EngHsh cousin," put in Master Voosfc, 
delighted at being able to give the information; ** that's 
his English cousin, and, oh ! he has got such a ftmny 
short name, — Ben Dobbs. He's going to stay with him 
until after the grand race." 

All this time the boys had been spinning, turning, 
** rolling," and doing other feats upon their skates, in a 
quiet way, as they talked; but now they stood still, 
bracing themselves against the frosiy air as Jacob Poet 
and his friend drew near. 

^'Tbia is nay cousia, boya," ml Ja^b^ rather out of 
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breath — ^^ Benjamin Dobbs. He's a John Bull, and he's 
going to he in the race." 

All crowded, boy-fashion, abont tiie new comers. 
Benjamin soon made up his mind that the Hollanders, 
notwiiiistanding their queer gibberish, were a fine set of 
fellows. 

If the truth must be told, Jacob had announced his 
cousin afi " Penchamin Dopps," and called him a " Shon 
Pull ; " but as I translate every -word of the conversation 
of our young friends, it is no more than fair to mend 
their little attempts at English. Master Dobbs felt at 
first Tather awkwardly among his cousin's friends. 
Though most of them had studied English and French,, 
they were shy about attempting to speak either, and he 
made very ftmny blunders when he tried to converse in 
Dutch. He had learned that vrouw means wife ; and ja^ 
yes; and spoorweg, railway; kanaals, canals; damvpBcMff^ 
steamboat; opaalhrugen, drawbridges; huiien plasten, 
country seats; m^heer, "mister;" tweegevegt, duel or 
two-fights; koper, copper; zadel, saddle; but he could 
not make ft sentence out of these, nor use the long list of 
phrases he had learned in his "Dutch dialogues." The 
subjects of the latfcer were fine, but were never alluded 
to by the boys. Like the poor fellow who had learned 
in OUendorf to ask in &,ultless German " have you seen 
my grandmother's red cow ? " and when he reached^ 
Germany discovered that he had no occasion to inquire 
after that interesting animal, Ben founi ^"afe ^ji^ \iQs3c^ 
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Dutcli did not avail him as mnch as lie liad hoped. He 
acquired a hearty contempt for Jan van Gorp, a Hollander 
who wrote a book in Latin to prove that Adam and Eve 
spoke Dntch; and he smiled a knowing smile when his 
uncle Foot assured him that Dutch '' had great likeness 
mit zingHsh, but it vash much petter languish, miuch 
petter." 

However, the fun of skating glides over all barriers 
of speech. Through this, Ben soon felt that he knew 
the boys well; and when Jacob (with a sprinkling of 
Erench and English for Ben's benefit) told of a grand 
project they had planned, his cousin could now and then 
put in a "ja," or a nod, in quite a familiar way. 

The project was a grand one, and there was to be a 
fine opportunity for carrying it out; for, besides the 
allotted holiday of the Festival of Saint Nicholas, four 
extra days were to be allowed for a general cleaning of 
the school-house. 

Jacob and Ben had obtained permission to go on a 
long skating journey — no less a one than from Broek to 
the Hague, the capital of Holland, a distance of nearly 
fifty miles ! * 

"And now, boys," added Jacob, when he had told the 
plan, " who will go with us ? " 

" I will ! I will ! " cried the boys eagerly. 

* Thronghoutjthis narratiye distances are giyen in English statute 
miles of 5280 ft. The Dutch mile is more than, four times as long as 
ours. 
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"And so will I ! " ventured little Voostenwalbert. 

" Ha ! lia ! " laughed Jacob, holding his fat sides, and 
shaking his puflfy" cheeks, " you go ? Such a little fellow 
as yon? Why, youngster, you haven't left off your 
pads yet ! " 

Now, in Holland very young children wear a thin 
padded cushion around their heads, surmounted with 
a firamework of whalebone and ribbon, to protect them 
in case of a fall; and it is the dividing line between 
babyhood and childhood when they leave it off. Voost 
had arrived at this dignity several years before ; con- 
sequently Jacob's insult was rather too great for en- 
durance. 

" Look out what you say ! " he squeaked. " Lucky for 
you when you can leave off your pads — you're padded 
all over!" 

" Ha ! ha ! " roared aU the boys except Master Dobbs, 
who could not understaud. " Ha ! ha ! " — and the good- 
natured Jacob laughed more than any. 

" It ish my fat — yaw — ^he say I bees pad mit fat ! '* 
he explained to Ben. 

So a vote was passed unanimously in favour of allowing 
the now popular Yoost to join the party, if his parents 
would consent. 

" Good night ! " sang out the happy youngster, skating 
homeward with all his might. 

"Goodnight!" 

"We can stop at Haarlem, Jacob, and show "joxa 
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coTisin Hhe big organ," said Peter Van Hblp, eagerly, 
** and at Leyden, too, wliere ttiere's no end to the sights ; 
and spend a day and night at the Hague, for my married 
sister, who lives there, will be delighted to see ns; and 
the next morning we can start for home." 

"All right! " responded Jacob, who was not much of 
a talker. 

Ludwig had been regarding his brother wiih enthu- 
siastic admiration. 

" Hurrah for yon, Pete ! It takes yon to make plami ! 
Onr mother 'U be as full of it as we are when we teU 
her we can take her love direct to sister Van Genet. It's 
cold, though," he added, " cold enough to take a fellow's 
head off his shoulders. We'd better go home." 

"What if it is cold, old Tender-skin ? " cried Cari, 
who was busily practising a step which he called the 
" double edge." " Great skating we should have by this 
time, if it was as warm as it was last December. Don't 
you know if it wasn't an extra cold winter, and an early 
oiie into the bargain, we coxddn't go ? " 

" I know it's an extra cold night anyhow," said Lad- 
wig. " Whew ! I'm going home ! '/ 

Peter Van Help took out a bulgy gold watch, and 
holding it toward the moonlight as well as his benumbed 
fingers would permit, called out, — 

" Hollo ! it's nearly eight o'clock ! Saint Nicholas ia 
about by this time, and I, for one, want to see the little 
OSes stare. Good night ! " 
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''Good, niglit!" cried one and all,— ^-and off they 
started, shoutingv ednging, and laughing as they flew 



Where were Gretel and Hans P 

Ah ! how suddenly joy sometinies conies to an end ! 

They had skated about an hour, keeping aloof from 
the others: — quite contented with each other, and Gretel 
had exclainxedy ^Ah, Hans, how beautiM! how fine! 
to think that we both have skates ! " — when they heard 
something ! 

It was a scream — a very feint scream ! No one else 
upon the canal observed it, but Hans knew its meaning 
too well. Gretel saw him turn white in the moonlight 
as he hastily tore off his skates. 

" The feither ! " he cried ; " he has frightened our 
mother!" and Gretel ran after him toward the house 
as rapidly as she could. 



rx. 

THE FESTIVAL OP SAINT NICHOLAS. 

Christmas day is devoted by the Hollanders to church 
rites and pleasant family visiting. It is on Saint Nicholas* 
eve that tiieir young people become half wild with joy 
and expectation. To some of them it is a sorry timo^ 
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for the samt is very candid, and if any of them have 
been naughty during the past year, he is qmte sure 
to tell them so. Sometimes he carries a birch rod 
under his arm, and advises the parents to give them 
scoldings in place of confections, and floggings instead 
of toys. 

It was well that the boys hastened to their abodes on 
that bright winter evening, for in less than an hour 
afterwards, the saint made his appearance in half the 
homes of Holland. He visited the king's palace, and 
in the selfsame moment appeared in Annie Bouman's 
comfortable home. Probably one of our silver florins 
would have purchased all that his saiutship lefb at the 
peasant Bouman's; but a florin's worth will sometimes 
do for the poor what hundreds of pounds may fail to do 
for the rich; it makes them happy and grateful, fills them 
with new peace and love. 

Hilda van Gleck's little brothers and sisters were in 

a high state of excitement that night. They had been 

admitted into the grand parlour ; they were dressed in 

their best, and had been given two cakes apiece at 

supper. Hilda was as joyous as any. Why not ? Saint 

Nicholas would never cross a girl of fourteen from his 

list, just because she was tall and looked almost like a 

^ woman. On the contrary, he would probably exert 

^k himself to do honour to such an august-looking damsel. 

■ Who could tell ? So she sported and laughed and danced 

Jf Ji^ gaily as the youngest, and was the soul of all their 
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meny games. Father, mother, and grandmother looked 
on approvingly; so did grandfather, before he spread 
his lai^ red handkerchief over his face, leaving only 
the top of his skull-cap visible. This kerchief was his 
ensign of sleep. 

Earlier in the evening all had joined in the fun. In 
the general hilarity, there had seemed to be a difference 
only in bulk between grandfather and the baby. Indeed 
a shade of solemn expectation now and then flitting 
across the faces of the younger members, had made 
them seem rather more thoughtful than their elders. 

Now the spirit of fun reigned supreme. The very 
flames danced and capered in the polished grate. A pair 
of prim candles began to wink at other candles far away 
in the mirrors. There was a long bell-rope suspended 
from the ceiling in the comer, made of glass beads netted 
over a cord nearly as thick as your wrist. It generally 
hung in the shadow and made no sign; but to-night it 
twinkled fvom end to end. Its handle of crimson glass 
sent reckless dashes of red at the papered waU, turning 
its dainty blue stripes into purple. Passers-by halted to 
catch the merry laughter floating, through curtain and 
sash, into the street, then skipped on their way with a 
startled consciousness that the village was wide awake. 
At last matters grew so uproarious that the grandsire's 
red kerchief came down from his face with a jerk. What 
decent old gentleman could sleep in such a racket! Mynheer 
van Gleck regarded his children with astonishment. Th^ 
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baby even sbowed symptoms of bysterics. It was bigh 
time to attend to business. Madame suggested tbat if 
tbey wisbed to see tbe good Saint Nicholas, tbey sbould 
sing tbe same loving invitation tbat bad brongbt bim 
tbe year before. 

Tbe baby stared and tbrost bis fist into bis montb as 
Mynbeer put bim down upon tbe floor. Soon be sat erect, 
and looked witb a sweet scowl at tbe company. Witb bis 
lace and wnbroideries, and bis crown of bine ribbon and 
wbalebone (for be was not qnite past tbe tumbling age), 
be looked like tbe king of tbe babies. 

Tbe otber cbildren, eacb bolding a pretty willow basket, 
formed at once in a ring, and moved slowly around tbe 
little fellow, lifting tbeir eyes, meanwbile; for tbe saint 
to wbom tbey were about to address tbemselves was yet 
in mysterious quarters. 

Madame commenced playing softly upon the piano j 
soon tbe voices rose — gentle youthful voices — rendered 
all the sweeter for their tremor : 



" Welcome, friend! Saint Nicholas, welcome! 
Bring no rod for us, to-night ! 
"While our voices bid thee, welcome, 
£7617 heart with joy is light ! 

Tell us every fault and failing, 
We will bear thy keenest railing, 
So we ang — so we sing — 
Thou ahalt tell us eveiTthing! 
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'' Weloome^ frieiid I Saint Nicholas, ^weksome ! 
Welcome to this merry hand ! 
Happy children greet thee, welcome ! 
Thou art gladd'ning all the land ! 

Fill each empty hand and basket, 
'Tis thy little ones who ask it, 
So we sing^so we sing — 
Thoa wilt bring ns OTerything ! " 

Dnring the chorus, snndry glances, half in eagerness, 
half in dread, had been cast towards the polished folding 
doors. Now a loud knocking was heard. The circle was 
broken in an instant. Some of the little ones, with a 
strange roixture of fear and delight, pressed against their 
mother's knee. Grandfather bent forward, with his chin 
resting upon his hand ; grandmother lifbed her spectacles ; 
Mynheer ran Gleck, seated by the fire-place, slowly drew 
his meerschaum from his mouth, while Hilda and the 
other children settled themselves beside him in an 
expectant group. 

The knocking was heard again. 

" Come in," said Madame, softly. 

The door slowly opened, and Saint Mcholas, in full 
array, stood before them. You could have heard a pin 
drop ! Soon he spoke. What a mysterious majesty in 
his voice ! what kindliness in his tones ! 

" Diedrich van Gleck, I am glad to greet thee, and 
thy honoured vrouw Kathrine, and thy son and his good 
vrouw Annie ! 
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" Children, I greet ye all ! Hendrick, Hilda, Broom, 
K&ty, Huygens, and Lucretia ! And thy cousins, Wolfert, 
Diediich, Mayken, Voost, and Elatrina! Good children 
ye have been, in the main, since I last accosted ye. Died- 
rich was rude at the Haarlem fair last autumn, but he has 
tried to atone for it since. Mayken has failed of late in 
her lessons, and too many sweets and trifles have gone to 
her lips, and too few stivers to her charity-box. Diedrich, 
I trust, will be a polite manly boy for the ftiture, and 
Mayken will endeavour to shine as a student. Let her 
remember, too, that economy and thrift are needed in the 
foundation of a worthy and generous life. Little Elaty 
has been cruel to the cat more than once. Saint 
Nicholas can hear the cat cry when its tail is pulled. 
I will forgive her if she will remember from this hour 
that the smallest dumb creatures have* feeling, and 
must not be abused." 

As K&ty burst into a frightened cry, the saint gra- 
ciously remained silent until she was soothed. 

" Master Broom," he resumed, " I warn thee that boys 
who are in the habit of putting snuff upon the foot-stove 
of the school-mistress may one day be discovered and 
receive a flogging " 

[Master Broom coloured and stared in great astonish- 
ment.] 

'' But thou art such an excellent scholar, I shall make 
thee no further reproof. 

" Thou, Hendrick, didst distinguish thyself in the 
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archery match last Spring, and hit the Doel,* though 
the bird was swung before it to unsteady thine eye. I 
give thee credit for excelling in manly sport and exercise 
— ^though I must not unduly countenance thy boat-racing, 
since it leaves thee too little time for thy proper studies. 

" Lucretia and Hilda shall have a blessed sleep to-night. 
The consciousness of kindness to the poor, devotion in 
their souls, and cheerftd hearty obedience to household 
rule, will render them happy. 

" With one and all I avow myself well content. 
Goodness, industry, benevolence and thrift have pre- 
vailed in your midst. Therefore, my blessing upon you — 
and may the New Year find all treading the paths oi 
obedience, wisdom, and love. To-morrow you shall find 
more substantial proofs that I have been in your midst. 
Parewell!" 

With these words came a great shower of sugar-plums, 
upon a linen sheet spread out iu front of the doors. A 
general scramble followed. The children fairly tumbled 
over each other in their eagerness to fill their baskets. 
Madame cautiously held the baby down in their midst, 
till the chubby little fists were filled. Then the bravest 
of the youngsters sprang up and burst open the closed 
doors — in vain they peered into the mysterious apartment 
— Saint Nicholas was nowhere to be seen. 

Soon there was a general rush to another room, where 

* Bull's-eye. 
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stood a table, covered witti the finest and whitest of linen 
damask. Bach child, in a flntterr of excitement, laid a 
shoe npon it. The door was then careMly looked, and 
its key hidden in the mother's bedroom. Next followed 
good-night kisses, a grand femily procession to the upper 
floor, merry farewells at bedroom doors — and silence, at 
last, reigned in the Van Q-leok mansion. 



Early the next morning, the door was solemnly nnlocked 
and opened in the presence of the assembled hoosehold, 
when lo ! a sight appeared proving Saint Nicholas to be 
a saint of his word ! 

Every shoe was filled to overflowing, and beside each 
stood many a colottred pile. The table was heavy with 
its load of presents — candies, toys, trinkets, books, and 
t)ther articles. Every one had gifts, from grandfather 
down to the baby. 

Little Katy clapped her hands with glee, and vowed, 
inwardly, that the cat should never know another mo- 
ment's grief. 

Hendrick capered abont the room, flonrishing a wperb 
bow and arrows over his head. Hilda laughed with 
delight as she opened a crimson box and drew forth its 
glittering contents. The rest chuckled and said " Oh ! " 
and " Ah ! " over their treasures. 
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With lier gHttoring necklace in her hands, and a pile 
of books in her arms, EEilda stole towards her parents 
and held np her beaming fiice for a kiss. There was such 
an earnest tender look in her bright eyes that her mother 
breathed a blessing as she leaned over her. 

**I mm delighted with this book, thank yon, father," 
she said, tonching the top one with her chin. " I shall 
read it all day long." 

"Aj, sweetheart," said Mynheer, "yon cannot do 
better. There is no one like Father Cats. If my daughter 
learns his ' Mobal Emblems ' by heart, the mother and I 
may keep silent. The work you have there is the Emblems 
— ^his best work. You will find it enriched with rare en- 
gravings from Van de Venne." 

" Old Father Cats, my child, was a great poet, not a 
writer of plays like the Englishman, Shakspeare, who 
lived in his time. I have read them in the German, and 
very good they are— very, very good — but not like Father 
Cats. Cats sees no daggers in the air ; he has no white 
women felling in love with dusky Moors ; no young fools 
fligbTng to be a lady's glove ; no crazy princes mistaking 
respectable old gentlemen for rats. No, no. He 
writes only sense. It is great wisdom in Httle bundles, 
a bundle for every day of your Hfe. You can guide a 
state with Cats' poems, and you can put a little baby 
to sleep with his pretty songs. He was one of the 
greatest men of Holland. When I take you to the 
Hague I will show you the Kloosterkerk where he lies 
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buried. There was a man for you to study, my sons! he 
was good througli and through. What did he say ? 

" * Oh, Lord, let me obtain this from Thee, 

To live with patience, and to die with ple^nre ! ' * 

" Did patience mean folding his hands ? No, he was a 
lawyer, statesman, ambassador, farmer, philosopher, his- 
torian, and poet. He was keeper of the Great Seal of 
Holland ! He was a — Bah ! there is too much noise here, 
I cannot talk " — and Mynheer, looking with astonishment 
into the bowl of his meerschaum — for it had "gone out*' — 
nodded to his vrouw and left the apartment in great 
haste. 



X. 

WHAT THE BOTS SAW AND DID IN AMSTERDAM. 

"Are we all here?" cried Peter, in high glee, as the 
party assembled upon the canal early the next morning, 
equipped for their skating journey. " Let me see. As 
Jacob has made me captain, I must call the roU. Carl 
Schummel — ^you here ? " 

"Ya!" 

"Jacob Foot!" 

* Heere 1 my dat Tan nwen hand virwerven, 
Fe leyen met gedolt, en met yermaak te stenren. 



TFhat the Bays saw and did in Amsterdam, 65 

"Benjamin Dobbs!" 

"Ya-a!" 

" Lambert van Monnen ! " 

"Ya!" 

" That's luckjr ! Conldn't get on without you, as yon'rd 
the only one who can speak English. Ludwig van 
Holp ! " 

" Ya ! " 

" Voostenwalbert Schimmelpenninck ! " 

Ko answer. 

" Ah ! the little rogue has been kept at home. Now, 
boys, it's just eight o'clock — glorious weather, and the Y 
is as firm as a rock — we'll be at Amsterdam in thirty 
minutes. One, Two, Three, away ! " 

True enough, in less than half an hour they had crossed 
a dyke of solid masonry, and were in the very heart of the 
great metropolis of the Netherlands — a walled city of 
ninety-five islands and nearly two hundred bridges. 
Although Ben had been there twice since his arrival in 
Holland, he saw much to excite wonder ; but his Dutch 
comrades, having lived near it all their lives, considered it 
the most matter-of-course place in the world. Everything 
interested Ben; the tall houses with their forked chimneys 
and gable ends facing the street; the merchants' ware- 
rooms, perched high up under the roofs of their dwellings, 
with long, arm-like cranes hoisting and lowering goods 
past the household windows ; the grand public buildings 
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erected upon wooden piles driven deep into tlie marshy 
ground ; tlie narrow streets ; tlie canals everywhere cross- 
ing the city; the bridges; the lochs; the various costumes, 
and, strangest of all, shops and dwellings crouching close 
to the fronts of the churches, sending their long, dispro- 
portionate chimneys far upward along the sacred walls. 

If he looked up, he saw tall, leaning houses, seeming to 
pierce the sky with their shining roofs; if he looked down, 
there was the queer street, without crossing or kerb- 
nothing to separate the cobble-stone pavement from the 
footpath of brick — and if he rested his eyes half way, he 
saw complicated little mirrors or sjpions fastened upon the 
outside of nearly every window, so arranged that the in- 
mates of the houses could observe all that was going on in 
the street, or inspect whoever might be knocking at the 
door, without being seen themselves.. 

Sometimes a dog-cart, heaped with wooden ware, passed 
him ; then a donkey bearing a pair of panniers filled with 
crockery or glass ; then a sled driven over the bare cobble- 
stones (the runners kept greased with a dripping oil rag, 
so that it might run easily) ; and then, perhaps, a showy, 
. but clumsy family carriage, drawn by the brownest of 
Flanders horses, swinging the whitest of snowy tails. 

The city was in fall festival array. Every shop was 
gorgeous in honour of Saint Nicholas. Captain Peter was 
forced, more than once, to order his men away from the 
tempting show-windows, where everything that is, has 
been, or can be thought of in the way of toys was dis- 
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plajed* Hollazid is famous for this l)rancli of manTifacture. 
Every possible thing is copied in mimature for the benefit 
of the little ones; the intricate mechanical tojs that a 
Dutch youngster tumbles about in stolid unconcern, would 
create a stir in our Patent Office. Ben laughed outright 
at soma of the Tnimic fishing-boats. They were so heavy 
and stoznpy, so like the queer craft that he had seen about 
Eotteordam. The tiny trekschuiten, however, only a foot 
or two long, and. fitted out, complete, made his heart ache 
— ^he so longjed to buy one at once for his little brother in 
England;; He had no money to spare, for, with true Dutch 
prudence, the party had agreed to take with them merely 
the sum required for each boy's expenses, and to consign 
the purse to Peter for safe keeping. Consequently Master 
Ben determined to devote all his energies to sight-seeing, 
and to think as seldom as possible of little Bobby. 

He made: a hasty call at the Marine school, and envied 
the sailor-students their ^11-rigged brig and idieir sleeping 
berths swung over their trunks or lockers ; he peeped into 
the Jews' Quarter of the ciiy, where the rich diamond- 
cutters aaid squalid old-clothes men dwell', and wisely 
resolved to keep away jfrom it; he also enjoyed hasty 
glimpses of the four principal avenues of Amsterdam — the 
Prinsen gracht, Keizsers gracht, Heeren gracht and Singel. 
These are semi-circular in form, and the first three average 
more than two miles in length. A canal runs through the 
centre of each, with a well-paved road on either side, lined 
with, elegant buildings. Eows of naked elms, bordering 

p 2 
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the canal, cast a network of shadows over its fe)zen 
surface ; and everything was so clean and bright that Ben 
told Lambert it seemed to him like petrified neatness. 

Fortunately the weather was cold enough to put a stop 
to the usual street-flooding and window-washing, or our 
young excursionists might have been drenched more than 
once. Sweeping, mopping, and scrubbing form a passion 
with Dutch housewives, and to soil their spotless mansions 
is considered scarcely less than a crime. Everywhere a 
hearty contempt is felt for those who neglect to rub the 
soles of their shoes to a polish before crossing the door- 
sill ; and, in certain places, visitors are expected to remove 
their heavy shoes before entering. 

Sir William Temple, in his Memoirs of "What passed 
in Christendom from 1672 to 1679,*' tells a story of a 
pompous magistrate goiug to visit a lady of Amsterdam. 
" A stout Holland lass opened the door, and told him in a 
breath that the lady was at home and that his shoes were 
not very clean. Without another word, she took the 
astonished man up by both arms, threw him across her 
back, carried liim through two rooms, set him down at the 
bottom of the stairs, seized a pair of slippers that stood 
there, and put them upon his feet. Then, and not until 
then, she spoke, telling him that Jier mistress was on the 
floor above, and that he might go up." 

While Ben was skating, with his friends, upon the 
crowded canals of the city, he found it diflScult to believe 
that the sleepy Dutchmen he saw around him, smoking 
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their pipes so leisurely, and looking as thongh their hats 
might be knocked off their heads mthont their making any 
resistance, were capable of those outbreaks that had taken 
place in Holland — ^that they were really fellow-countrymen 
of the brave, devoted heroes of whom he had read in 
Dutch history. 

As his party skimmed lightly along, he told Van 
Mounen of a burial-riot which in 1696 had occurred in 
that very city, where the women and children turned out, 
as weU a^ the men, and formed mock funeral processions 
ihrough the town, to show the burgomasters that cer- 
tain new regulations, with regard to burying the dead, 
would not be acceded to — how at last they grew so 
unmanageable, and threatened so much damage to the 
city, that the burgomasters were glad to recall the offensive 
law. 

" There's the comer," said Jacob, pointing to some large 
buildings, " where, about fifteen years ago, the great corn- 
houses sank down in the mud. They were strong affairs, 
and set up on good piles, but they had over seventy 
thousand hundredweight of com in them 5 and that was 
too much." 

It was a long story for Jacob to tell, and he stopped to 
rest. 

" How do you know there were seventy thousand hun- 
dredweight in them ? " asked Carl sharply — " you were 
in your swaddling clothes then." 

" My father knows all about it," was Jacob's suggestive 
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reply. Rotisiiig' himself Tvith aai €!ffort, -he contmued— 
" Ben likes pictures. Sliow him some." 

"All right," said the captain. 

** If we had time, Benjamin," said Lambert van Monnen 
in English, " I should like to take yon to tlie City Hall or 
Stadhuis. There are bnilding-piles for yon ! It is bnilt on 
nearly fourteen thousand of them, driven seventy feet into 
the ground. But what I wish you to see there is the big 
picture of Van Speyk blowing up his ship — great picture." 

"Van«7^o.^" asked Ben. 

*' Van Speyk. Don't you remember ? He was in the 
height of an engagement with the Belgians, and when he 
found that they had the better of him and would capture 
his ship, he blew it up, and himself to, rather than yield 
to the enemy." 

" Wasn't that Van Tromp ? " 

" Oh, no. Van Tromp was another brave fellow. 
They've a monument to him down at Delft Haven---the 
place where the Pilgrims took ship for America." 

" Well, what about Van Tromp ? He was a great Dutch 
Admiral ; wasn't he ? " 

" Yes, he was in more than thirty sea-fights. He beat 
the Spanish fleet and an English one, and then fastened a 
broom to his masthead to show that he had swept the 
English from the sea." 

" Stop .there ! " cried Ben, " broom or no broom, the 
English conquered him at last. I remember aH about it 
now. He was killed somewhere on the Dutch coast, in an 
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engagement in which the British fleet was Yictorioos. Too 
' bad," he added maliciously, " wasn't it ? " 

" Ahem ! where are we ? " exclaimed Lambert, changing 
the subject. ^* Hollo ! the others are way aliead of us — 
all but Jacob. Whew ! how fat he is 1 He'll breakdown 
before we're half-way." 

Ben, of course, enjoyed skating beside Lambert, who, 
though a stauncb Hollander, had been educated near 
London, and could speak Englisk as fluently as Dutch: 
but lie was not sorry when Captain van Holt called out : 

" Skates off! There's the Museum ! " 

It was open, and as there was no charge on that day for 
admission, in they went. 

This Museum is in fact a picture gallery, where some of 
the finest woi'ks of the Dutch masters are to be seen, 
besides nearly two Hundred port folios of rare engravings. 

Ben noticed, at once, that some of the pictures were 
hung on panels fastened to the walls with hinges. These 
could be swung forward like a window-shutter, thus 
enabling the subject to be seen in the best light. The 
plan served them well in viewing a small group by Gerard 
Douw, called the " Evening School," enabling them to ob- 
serve its exquisite finish and the wonderful way in which 
the picture seemed to be Kt through its own windows. 
Peter pointed out the beauties of another picture by Douw, 
called " The Hermit," and he also told them some in- 
teresting anecdotes of the artist, who was bom at Leyden 
in 1613- 
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" Three days painting a broom handle!" echoed Carl 
in astonishment, while the captain was giving some in- 
stances of Douw's extreme slowness of execution. 

'^ Yes, indeed ; three days. And it is said that he spent 
five in finishing one hand in a lady's portrait. You see 
how very bright and minute everything is in this picture- 
His unfinished works were kept carefully covered, and his 
painting materials were put away in air-tight boxes as 
soon as he had finished using them for the day. Accord- 
ing to all accounts, the studio itself must have been as 
close as a bandbox. The artist always entered it on 
tiptoe, besides sitting still, before he commenced work, 
untn the slight dust caused by his entrance had settled, 
I have read somewhere that his paintings are improved 
by being viewed through a magnifying glass. He strained 
his eyes so badly with this extra finishing, that he was 
forced to wear spectacles before he was thirty. At forty 
he could scarcely see to paint, and he couldn't find a pair 
of glasses anywhere that would help his sight. At last, 
a poor old German woman asked him to try hers. They 
suited him exactly, and enabled him to go on painting as 
well as ever." 

" Humph ! " exclaimed Ludwig, indignantly. " What 
did she do without them, I wonder ?" 

" Oh," said Peter, laughing, " probably she had another 
pair. At any rate she insisted upon his taking them. He 
was so grateful that he painted a picture of the spectacles 
for her, case and all, and she sold it to a burgomaster for 
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a yearly allowance that made her comfortable for the rest 
of her days." 

"Boys!" called Lambert, in a loud whisper, "come, 
look at this Bear Hmit." 

It was a fine painting by Paul Potter, a Dutch artist of 
the 17th centmy, who produced excellent works before 
he was sixteen years old. The boys admired it because 
the subject pleased them. They passed carelessly by the 
masterpieces of Eembrandt and Van der Heist, and went 
into raptures over an ugly picture by Van der Venne, 
representmg a sea-fight between the Dutch and English. 
They also stood spell-bound before a painting of two little 
urchins, one of whom was taking soup and the other 
eating an e^'g. The principal merit in this work was that 
the young egg-eater had kindly slobbered his face with 
the yolk for their entertainment. 

An excellent representation of the " Feast of Saint 
Nicholas " next had the honour of attracting them. 

"Look, Van Mounen," said Ben to Lambert, "could 
anything be better than this youngster's face ? He looks 
as if he Tcnows he deserves a whipping, but hopes Saint 
Nicholas may not have found him out. That's the kind 
of painting I like ; something that tells a story." 

" Come, boys ! " cried the captain, " ten o'clock, time we 
were off ! " 

They hastened to the canal. 

" Skates ^ on ! Are you ready ? One, two — hollo ! 
Where's Poot?" 
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Sure enongli, where teas Poot ? 

A square opening liad just been cut in the ice not ten 
yards off. Peter observed it, and, without a word, skated 
rapidly toward it. 

All the others followed, of course. 

Peter looked in. They all looked in; then stared 
anxiously at each other. 

" Poot ! " screamed Peter, peering into the hole again. 
All was stiDL The black water gave no sign; it was 
already glazing on top. 

Yan Mounen turned mysteriously to Ben. 

''Didn't he have a fit once f " 

" I remember ! yes ! '* answered Ben, in a great 
fiight. 

" Then, depend upon it, he's been seized with one in 
the Museum ! " 

The boys caught his meaning. Eveiy skate was off in 
a twinkling. Peter had the presence of mind to scoop up 
a capfull of water from the hole, and off they scampered 
to the rescue. 

Alas ! They did indeed find poor Jacob in a fit — but it 
was a fit of sleepiness. There he lay in a recess of the 
gallery, snoring like a trooper ! The chorus of laughter 
that followed this discovery brought an angiy official to 
the spot. 

" What now ! If one of this racket ! Here, yon beer- 
barrel, wake np ! " and master Jacob received a veiy 
unceremonious shaking. 
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As soon aJs Peter saw that Jacob's condition was not 
serious, lie liastened to the street to empty his unfortunate 
cap. While he was stuflBng in his handkerchief to prevent 
the already jGrozen crown from touching his head, the rest 
of the boys came down, dragging the bewildered and 
indignant Jacob in their midst. 

The order to start was again given. Master Poot 
was wide awake at last. The ice was a little rough 
and broken just there, but every boy was in high 
spirits. 

"Shall we go on by the canal or the river?" asked 
Peter. 

** Oh, the river, by all means," said Carl. '" It will be 
such fun ; they say it is perfect skating all the way, but 
it's much fearther." 

Jacob Poot instantly became interested. 

** J vote for the canal ! " he cried. 

"Well, the canal it shall be," responded the captain, 
•^^ if all are agreed." 

** Agreed ! " they echoed, in rather a disappointed tone 
— and Captain Peter led the way. 

**A11 right — come on — ^we can reach Haarlem in an 
hour!" 
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XL 

Bi:i MAXTAS AND LITTLE ODDIIXES. 

"While skating along at full speed, they heard the train 
from Amsterdam coming close behind them. 

" Hollo ! " cried Ladwig, glancing towards the railway 
— " who can't beat a locomotive ? Let's give it a race ! " 

The whistle screamed at the very idea — so did the boys 
— and at it they went. 

For an instant the boys were ahead, hurrahing with 
all their might — only for an instant, bat even that was 
something. 

This excitement over, they began to travel more lei- 
surely, and indulge in conversation and frolic. Some- 
times they stopped to exchange a word with the guards 
who were stationed at certain distances along the canaL 
These men, in winter, attend to keeping the surfewe free 
from obstruction and garbage. After a snowstorm they 
are expected to sweep the feathery covering away before it 
hardens into a marble, pretty to look at, but very 
unwelcome to skaters. I^ow and then 4he boys so far 
forgot their dignity as to clamber among the icebound 
oonal boats crowded together iu a widened harbour off the 
^uLbut the watchful guards would soon spy them out 
g^^^^P them down with a growl. 
y Wjt could be straighter than the canal upon which 
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our party were skating, and nothing straighter than the 
long rows of willow trees that stood, bare and wispy, 
along the bank. On the opposite side, lifted high above 
the surronnding country, lay the carriage road on top of 
the great dyke built to keep the Haarlem Lake within 
bounds ; stretching out far in the distance, until it became 
lost in a point, was the glassy canal with its many 
skaters, its white-winged iceboats, its push-chairs and its 
queer little sleds, light as cork, flying over the ice by 
means of iron-pronged sticks in the hands of the riders. 
Ben was in ecstasy with the scene. 

Ludwig van Help had been thinking how strange it 
was that the Enghsh boy should know so much of 
Holland. According to Lambert's account he knew more 
about it than the Dutch did. This did not quite please 
our young Hollander. Suddenly he thought of something 
ihat he believed would make the " Shon Pull " open his 
eyes ; he drew near Lambert with a triumphant : 

" TeU him about the tulips ! '* 

Ben caught the word * tulpen,^ 

" Oh ! yes," said he eagerly, in English, " the Tulip 
Mania — are you speaking of that ? I have often heard it 
mentioned, but ^now very little about it. It reached its 
height in Amsterdam, didn't it ? " 

Ludwig moaned ; the words were hard to understand, 
but there was no mistaking the enlightened expression on 
Ben's face ; Lambert, happily, was quite unconscious of 
his young countryman's distress as he replied : 
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" Tes, here and in Haarlem, principally ; but the ex- 
citement ran liigli all over Holland, and in England too 
for that matter." 

" Hardly in England,* I think," said Ben, " hut I am 
not snre, as I was not there at the time." 

" Ha ! ha ! that's true, nnless yon are over two hundred 
years old. "Well, I tell yon, there was never anything 
like it before nor since. Why, persons were so crazy after 
tuHp bulbs in those days, that they paid their weight in 
gold for them." 

* Altbougli the Tulip Mania did not prevail in England as in HoUand, 
the flower soon became an object of speculation, and brought very large 
prices. In 1686, tulips were publicly sold on tbe Exchange of London. 
Even as late as 1800, a common price was fifteen guineas for one bulb. 
Ben did not know that in his own day a single tulip plant, called the 
** Fanny Kemble," had been sold in London for more than seventy 
guineas. 

Mr. Mackay, in his ^'Memoirs of Popular Delusions,'* tells a funny 
story of an English botanist who happened to see a tulip bulb lying in 
the conservatory of a wealthy Dutchman. Ignorant of its value, he 
took out his penknife, and, cutting the bulb in two, became very much 
interested in his investigations. Suddenly the owner appeared, and 
pouncing furiously upon him, asked him if he knew what he was doing. 
" Peeling a most extraordinary onion," replied the philosopher. 
**Hundert tousant tuyvel!" shouted the Dutchman, "it's an Admhull 
Vandbr Eyk!" "Thank you," replied the traveller, immediately 
writing the name in his notebook; **pray are these very common in 
your country? " ** Come before the Syndic and you shall see !" screamed 
the Dutchman. In spite of his struggles the poor investigator, followed 
by an indignant mob, was taken through the streets to a magistrate. 
Soon he learned to his dismay that he had destroyed a bulb worth 
4,000 florins (£1,600). He was lodged in prison until securities could 
be procured for the payment of the sum. 
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" Wliat the weight of a man ? " cried Ben, showing 
snch astonidbonent in his ejes, that Lndwig ^irlj capered. 

" 1^0, no, the weight of a Imlh. The first tulip was sent 
here from Constantinople about the year 1560. It was so 
much admired that the rich people of Amsterdam sent to 
Turkey for more. From that time they grew to be the 
rage, and it lasted for years. Single roots brought from 
one to four thousand florins ; and one bulb, the Semper 
Augustus, brought. fifty-five hundred." 

"That's more than four hundred guineas of our 
money," interposed Ben. 

" Yes, and I know I'ln right, for I read it in a transla- 
tion from Beckman, only the day before yesterday. Every- 
one speculated in tulips, even the bargemen and rag-women, 
and chinmey-sweeps. The richest merchants were not 
ashamed, to share the excitement. People bought bulbs 
and sold them again at a tremendous profit without ever 
seeing them. It grew into a kind of gambling. Some 
became rich by it. in a few days, and some lost everything 
they had.. Land, houses, cattle, and even clothing went for 
tulips when people had no ready money. Ladies sold 
their jewels and finery to enable them to join in the. fun. 
Nothing else was thought of. At last the States-General 
interfered. People began to see what geese they were 
making of themselves, and down went the price of tulips. 
Old tulip debts couldn't be collected. Creditors went to 
law, and the law turned its back upon them ; debts made 
in gambling were not binding, it said. Then, there was a 
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time ! Thonsands of ricb. speculators reduced to beggary 
in an hour. As old Beckman says, * the bubble was burst 
at last; " 

**Yes, and a big bubble it was," said Ben, who bad 
listened with great interest. " By the way, did you know 
that the name tulip came from a Turkisb word, signifying 
turban?" 

" I bad forgotten tbat," answered Lambert, " but it's a 
capital idea. Just fancy a party of Turks in full bead- 
gear, squatted upon a lawn — perfect tulip bed! Ha! ba! 
capital idea ! " 

[" Tbere," groaned Ludwig to bimself, " be's been 
telling Lambert something wonderful about tulips — I 
knew it!"] 

"The fact is," continued Lambert, "you can conjure 
up quite a human picture out of a tulip bed in bloom, 
especially when it is nodding and bobbing in the wind. 
Did you ever notice it ? " 

"Not I. It strikes me. Van Mounen, that you Hol- 
landers are prodigiously fond of the flower to this day." 

" Certainly. You can't have a garden without them, 
prettiest flower that grows, I think. My uncle has a 
magnificent bed of the finest varieties at his summer-house 
on the other side of Amsterdam." 

" I thought your uncle lived in the city ? " 

"So he does ; but his summer-house, or pavilion, is a 
few miles off. He has another one built out over the 
river. "We passed near it when we entered the city. 
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Everybody in Amsterdam has a pavilion somewhere, if he 
can." 

" Do they ever live there ? " asked Ben. 

" Oh, no ! They are small affairs, suitable only to spend 
a few honrs in on smnmer afternoons. There are some 
beautiful ones on the southern end of the Haarlem Lake — 
now that they've commenced to drain it, that fun will be 
spoilt. By the way, we've passed some red-roofed ones 
since we left home. You noticed them I suppose with 
their little bridges, and ponds and gardens, and their 
mottoes over the doorway?" 

Ben nodded. 

" They make but little show, now," continued Lambert, 
" but in warm weather they are delightful. After the 
willows sprout, uncle goes to his summer-house every 
afternoon. He dozes and stnokes; aunt knits, with her 
feet perched upon a foot-stove, never mind how hot the 
day; my cousin Kassy and the other girls fish in the lake 
from the windows, or chat with their friends rowing by ; 
and the youngsters tumble about, or hang upon the little 
bridges over the ditch. Then they have coffee and cakes ; 
besides a great bunch of water-lilies on the table — it's 
very fine, I can tell you ; only (between ourselves) though 
I was bom here, I shall never fancy the odour of stagnant 
water that hangs about most of the summer-houses. 
iN'early every one you see is built over a ditch. Probably 
I feel it more, from having lived so long in England." 

"Perhaps I shall notice it, too," said Ben, "if a thaw 

G 
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comes. This early winter has covered up the fragrant 
waters for my benefit — much obliged to it. Holland 
without this glorious skating wouldn't be the same thing 
to me at all." 

"How very different you are from the Foots!" ex- 
claimed Lambert, who had been listening in a sort of 
brown study, " and yet you are cousins — I cannot under- 
stand it." 

" We are cousins, or rather we have always considered 
ourselves such, but the relationship is not very close. 
Our grandmothers were half-sisters. My side of the 
family is entirely English, while his is entirely Dutch. 
Old great-grandfather Foot married twice, you see, and 
I am a descendant of his English wife. I like Jacob, 
though, better than half of my English cousins put to- 
gether. He is the truest-hearted, best-natured boy I ever 
knew. Strange as you may think it, my father became 
accidentally acquainted with Jacob's father while on a 
business visit to Rotterdam. They soon talked over their 
relationship — ^in French, by the way — and they have cor- 
responded in that language ever since. Queer things 
come about in this world. My sister Jenny would open 
her eyes at some of Aunt Foot's ways. My aunt is a 
thorough lady, but so different from my mother — and the 
house, too, and furniture, and way of living, everything is 
different." 

" Of course," assented Lambert, complacently, as if to 
say, 'you could scarcely expect such general perfebtion 
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anywhere else tlian in Holland,* " but you will have all the 
more to tell Jenny when you go back.'* 

"Yes, indeed. I can say on6 thing — if cleanliness is, 
as they claim, next to godliness, Broek is safe. It is the 
cleanest place I ever saw in my life. Why, my Aunt Poot, 
rich as she is, scrubs half the time, and her house looks 
as if it were varnished all over. I wrote to my mother 
yesteorday that I could see my double always with me, feet 
to feet, in the polished floor of the dining-room." 

" Your double ! that word puzzles me, what do you 
mean?" 

" Oh, my reflection, my apparition. Ben Dobbs number 
two." 

" Ah, I see," exclaimed Van Mounen. " Have you ever 
been in your Aunt Poot*s grand parlour ? " 

Ben laughed. " Only once, and that was on the day of 
my arrival. Jacob says I shall have no chance of entering 
it again until the time of his sister Kenan's wedding, the 
week after Christmas. Father has consented that I shall 
remain to witness the great event. Every Saturday Aunt 
Poot, and her fat Kate, go into that parlour. and sweep, 
and polish, and scrub ; then it is darkened and closed 
tmtil Saturday comes again; not a soul enters it in the 
meantime ; but the schoonmdken, as she calls it, must be 
done, just the same." 

" That is nothing. Every parlour in Broek meets with 
the same treatment," said Lambert. " What do you think 
of these moving figures in her neighbour's garden ? " 

g2 
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" Oh, they're well enough, the swans must seem really 
alive gliding about the pond in summer 5 but that nodding 
mandarin in the comer, under the chestnut trees, is 
ridiculous, only fit for children to laugh at. And then 
the stiff garden patches, and the trees all trimmed and 
painted. Excuse me, Van Mounen, but I shall never learn 
to admire Dutch taste." 

"It will take time," answered Lambert, condescend- 
ingly, " but you are sure to agree with it at last. I saw 
much to admire in England, and I hope I shall be sent 
back with you, to study at Oxford ; but, take everything 
together, I like Holland best." 

" Of course you do," said Ben, in a tone of hearty 
approval, . " you wouldn't be a good Hollander if you 
didn't. Nothing like loving one's country. It is strange, 
though, to have such a warm feeling for such a cold place. 
If we were not exercising all the time we should freeze 
outright." 

Lambert laughed. 

" That's your English blood, Benjamin, Tm not cold. 
And look at the skaters here on the canal — they're red as 
roses, and* happy as lords. Hallo ! good Captain van 
Holp," called out Lambert in Dutch, "what say you to 
stopping at yonder farmhouse and warming our toes ? " 

" Who is cold ? " asked Peter, turning around. 

"Benjamin Dobbs." 

" Benjamin Dobbs shall be warmed," and the party was 
ht to a halt. 
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XII. 

ON THE WAT TO HAARLEM. 

On approacluiig the door of the farmhouse the boys 
suddenly found themselves in the midst of a lively 
domestic scene. A burly Dutchman came rushing out, 
closely followed by his dear vrouw^ and she was beating 
him smartly with a long-handled warming-pan. The 
expression on her face gave our boys so little promise 
of a kind reception, that they prudently resolved to carry 
ilieir toes elsewhere to be warmed. 

The next cottage proved to be more inviting. Its low 
roof of bright red tiles extended over the cow-stable, 
tiiat, clean as could be, nestled close to the main building. 
A neat, peaceftd-looking old woman sat at one window 
knitting. At the other could be discerned part of the 
profile of a fat figure that, pipe in mouth, sat behind 
the shiuing little panes and snowy curtain. In answer 
to Peter's subdued knock, a fair-haired, rosy- cheeked 
lass in holiday attire opened the upper half of the green 
door (which was divided across the middle) and inquired 
their errand. 

" May we enter and warm ourselves, jufvrouw ? " asked 
the captain respectfully. 

"Yes, and welcome,'* was the reply, as the lower half 
of the door swung softly towards its mate. Every boy 
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before entering rubbed long and faithfolly upon the 
rough mat, and each made his best bow to the old lady 
and gentleman at the windows. Ben was half inclined 
to think that these personages were automata, like the 
moving figures in the garden at Broek; for they both 
nodded their heads slowly, in precisely the same way, 
and both went on with their employment as steadily 
and stiffly as though they worked by machinery. The 
old man puffed ! puffed ! and his vrouw clicked her 
knitting-needles, as if regulated by internal cog-wheels. 
Even the real smoke issuing from the motionless pipe 
gave no convincing proof that they were human. 

But the rosy-cheeked maiden. Ah! how she bustled 
about. How she gave the boys polished high-backed 
chairs to sit upon, how she made the fire blaze np as if 
it were inspired, how she made Jacob Poot almost 
weep for joy by bringing forth a great square of ginger- 
bread, and a stone jug of sour wine ! How she laughed 
and nodded as the boys ate like wild a.nimals on good 
behaviour, and how blank she looked when Ben politely 
but firmly refused to take any black bread and sour 
krout! How she pulled off Jacob's mitten, which was 
torn at the thumb, and mended it before his eyes, biting 
off the thread with her white teeth, and saying, " now it 
will be warmer," as she bit ; and finally, how she shook 
hands with every boy in turn and (throwing a deprecating 
glance at the female automaton) insisted upon filling 
their pockets with gingerbread ! 
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All tMs time the kiiitting-needles clicked on, and the 
pipe never missed a puff. 

When the boys were fairly on their way again, tlicy 
came in sight of Zwanenburg Castle, with its massive 
stone front, and its gateway towers, each surmounted 
with a sculptured swan. 

"Hal^eg, * boys," said Peter, " off with your skates." 

"You see," explained Lambert to his companion, 
"the Y and the Haarlem Lake meeting here make it 
rather troublesome. The river is five feet higher than 
the land — so we must have everything strong in the 
way of dykes and sluice-gates, or there would be wet 
work at once. The sluice arrangements here are sup- 
posed to be something extra — ^we will walk over them, 
and you shall see enough to make you open your eyes. 
The spring water of the lake, they say, has the most 
wonderftd bleaching powers of any in the world; all 
the great Haarlem bleacheries use it. I can't say much 
upon that subject — ^but I can tell you one thing from 
personal .experience. ' * 

"What is that?" 

" Why the lake is full of the biggest eels you ever saw 
— ^IVe caught them here, often — perfectly prodigious ! I 
tell you they're sometimes a match for a fellow, they'd 
almost wriggle your arm from the socket if you were 
not on your guard. But you're not interested in eels, I 
perceive. The castle is a big affair. Isn't it ? " 

* Half way. 
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I tell you, Ben, he was right noble-looking. No wonder 
the castle looks so stiff and proud. It is something to 

,Ye given shelter to such a man ! " 
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"Yes, indeed," said Ben, "I wonder. Van Monnen, 
whether you or I will ever give any old building a right 
to feel proud — Heigho! there's a great deal to be done 
yet in this world, and some of us who are boys now will 
have to do it. Look to your shoe-latchet, Van, it's un- 
&stened." 



xin. 

A CATASTEOPHE. 



It was nearly one o'clock when Captain van Holt and his 
command entered the grand old city of Haarlem. They 
had skated nearly seventeen miles since the morning, and 
were still as fresh as young eagles. From the youngest 
(Ludwig van Holp, who was just fourteen) to the eldest, 
no less a personage than the captain himself, a veteran 
of seventeen, there was but one opinion — ^that this was 
the greatest frolic of their lives. To be sure, Jacob Poot 
had become rather short of breath, during the last mile 
or two, and perhaps he felt ready for another nap; but 
there was CDOugh jollity in him yet for a dozen. Even 
Carl Schummel, who had become very intimate with 
Ludwig during the excursion, forgot to be ill-natured. 
As for Peter, he was the happiest of the happy, and had 
sung and whistled so joyously while skating that the 
staidest passers-by had smiled as they listened. 



gfO The Silver Skates. 

" Come, boys ! it's nearly tiffin *-liour," he said, as they 
neared a coffee-house on the main street. "We must 
have something more solid than the pretty maiden's 

gingerbread " and the captain plunged his hands into 

his pockets as if to say, " there's money enough here to 
feed an army ! " 

" Hollo ! " cried Lambert, " what ails the man ? " 

Peter, pale and staring, was clapping his hands upon 
his breast and sides — he looked like one suddenly 
becoming deranged. 

"He's sick! "cried Ben. 

"No, he's lost something," said Carl. 

Peter could only gasp — " the pocketbook ! with all our 
money in it — ^it's gone ! " 

For an instant all were too much startled to speak. 

Carl at last came out with a gruff — 

" No sense in letting one fellow hare all the money. 
I said so from the first. Look in your other pocket." 

"I did— it isn't there." 

" Open your under-jacket " 

Peter obeyed mechanically. He even took off his hat 
and looked into it — then thrust his hand desperately into 
every pocket. 

"It's gone, boys," he said at last, in a hopeless tone. 

"No tiffin for us, nor dinner neither. What is to be 

done ? We can't get on without money. If we were in 

Amsterdam I could get as much as we want, but there 

* Luncli. 
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is not a man in Haarlem from wliom I can borrow a 
stiver. Don't one of yon know anj one here who would 
lend ns a few guilders ? " 

Each boy looked into five blank faces. Then some- 
thing like a smile passed around the circle, but it got 
sadly knotted up when it reached Carl. 

" That wouldn't do," he said crossly, " I know some 
people here, rich ones, too, but father would flog me 
soundly, if I borrowed a cent from any one. He has 
'An honest man need not borrow,' written over the 
gateway of his summer-house." 

" Humph ! " responded Peter, not particularly admiring 
the sentiment just at that moment. 

The boys grew desperately hungry at once. 

" It wash my fault," said Jacob, in a penitent tone, 
to Ben. " I say first, petter all de boys put zair pursh 
into Van Holt's monish." 

" Nonsense, Jacob ; you did it all for the best." 

Ben said this in such a sprightly tone that the two 
Van Holps and Carl felt sure he had proposed a plan 
that would relieve the party at once. 

« What ? what ? TeU us Van Mounen," they cried. 

" He says it is not Jacob's fault that the money is lost 
— that he did it for the best, when he proposed that Van 
Holp should put all of our money into his purse." 

" Is that all," said Ludwig dismally, " ho need not 
have made such a fass in just saying tliat. How much 
money have ive lost ? " 
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" Don't you remember," said Peter. " We each put 
in exactly ten guilders. The purse had sixty guilders 
in it. I am the stupidest fellow in the world ; little 
Schimmelpenninck would have made you a better 
captain. I could pommel myself for bringing such a 
disappointment upon you." 

"Do it then," growled Carl. "Pooh," he added, 
" we all know it was an accident, but that doesn't help 
matters. We must have money. Van Holp — even if 
you have to sell your wonderful watch." 

" Sell my mother's birthday present ! Never ! I 
will sell my coat, my hat, anythuig but my watch." 

" Come, come," said Jacob pleasantly, " we are making 
too much of this afiair. We can go home and start again 
in a day or two." 

" You •mz.j be able to get another ten-guilder piece," 
said Carl, " but the rest of us will not find it so easy. 
If we go home, we stay at home, you may depend on it." 

Our captain, whose good-nature had not yet forsaken 
him for a moment, grew indignant. 

" Do you think I will let you suffer for my careless- 
ness," he exclaimed, " I have three times sixty guilders 
in my strong box at home ! " 

" Oh, I beg your pardon," said Carl, hastily, adding 
in a surlier tone, " well, I see no better way than to go 
back hungry." 

" I see a better plan than that," said the captain. 

" What is it ?" cried aU the boys. 
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" Why, to make the best of a bad business and go 
back pleasantly, and like men," said Peter, looking so 
gallant and handsome as he turned his frank face and 
clear blue eyes upon them, that they caught his spirit. 

" Ho ! for the captain," they shouted. 

" Now, boys, we may as well make up our minds there's 
no place like Broek, after all — and that we mean to be 
there in two hours — is that agreed to ? " 

" Agreed ! " cried all, as they ran to the canal. 

" On with your skates ! Are you ready ? Here, Jacob, 
let me help you." 

" Now. One, two, three, awayl" 

And the boyish faces that left Haarlem at that signal 
were nearly as bright as those that had entered it with 
^ Captain Peter half an hour before. 



XIV. 

HANS. 

" DoNDER and Blixin ! " cried Carl angrily, before the 
party had skated twenty yards from the city gates, if 
here isn't that wooden- skate ragamufl&n in the patched 
leather breeches. That fellow is everywhere, confound 
him ! We'll be lucky," he added, in as sneering a tone 
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as lie dared to asstiine, " if otir captain doesn't order us 
to halt and shake hands with him." 

" Your captain is a terrible fellow," said Peter, 
pleasantly, ** but this is a false alarm, Carl — I cannot 
spy your bugbear anywhere among the skaters — ah ! 
there he is ! why what is the matter with the lad ? " 

Poor Hans ! His face was pale, his lips compressed. 
He skated like one under the effects of a fearftil dream. 
Just as he was passing, Peter hailed him : 

" Good-day, Hans Brinker !" 

Hans' countenance brightened at once. " Ah ! myn- 
heer, is that you ? It is well we meet ! " 

" Just like his impertinence," hissed Carl Schummel, 
darting scomfally past his companions, who seemed 
inclined to linger with their captain. 

" I am glad to see you, Hans," responded Peter, 
cheerily, " but you look troubled. Can I serve 
you?" 

" I have a trouble, mynheer," answered Hans, casting 
down his eyes. Then lifting them again with almost a 
happy expression, he added, " but it is Hans who can 
help Mynheer van Help tMs time." 

" How ?" asked Peter, making, in his blunt Datch 
way, no attempt to conceal his surprise. 

" By giving you tliisy mynheer " — and Hans held forth 
the missing purse. 

" Hurrah ! " shouted the boys, taking their cold hands 
j^om their pockets to wave them joyfolly in the air. 
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But Peter said " thank you, Hans Brinker," in a tone 
that made Hans feel as if the king had knelt to 
him. 

The shout of the delighted boys reached the muffled 
ears of the fine young gentleman who, under a i^ill 
pressure of pent-up wrath, was skating towards Amster- 
dam. Carl halted, and with his back towards his party 
wondered what had happened. There he stood, im- 
movable, untn, feeling sure that nothing but the prospect 
of something to eat could have made them hurrah so 
heartily, he turned and skated slowly towards his excited 
comrades. 

Meantime Peter had drawn Hans aside from the rest. 

** How did you know it was my purse ? " he asked. 

** You paid me three guilders yesterday, mynheer, for 
making the white-wood chain, telling me that I must 
buy skates." 

" Yes, I remember." 

" I saw your purse then ; it was of yellow leather." 

" And where did you find it to-day ? " 

"I left my home this morning, mynheer, in great 
trouble, and as I skated, I took no heed until I stumbled 
against some lumber, and while I was rubbing my knee I 
saw your purse nearly hidden under a log." 

" That place ! Ah, I remember, now ; just as we were 
passing it I pulled my tippet from my pocket, and proba- 
bly flirted out the purse at the same time. It would have 
been gone but for you, Hans. Here" — pouring out the 
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contents — " you must give us the pleasure of dividing the 
money with you " 

"No, mynheer," answered Hans. He spoke quietly, 
without pretence, or any grace of manner, but Peter, 
somehow, felt rebuked, and put the silver back without 
a word. 

"I like that boy, rich or poor," he thought to himself, 
then added aloud, "May I ask about this trouble of 
yours, Hans ? " 

"Ah, mynheer, it is a sad case — ^but I have waited 
here too long. I am going to Leyden to see the great 
Doctor Bookman " 

" Doctor Boekman ! " exclaimed Peter in astonish- 
ment. 

" Yes, mynheer, and I have not a moment to lose. 
Good-day ! " 

" Stay, I am going that way. Come, my lads ! Shall 
we return to Haarlem ? " 

<' Yes," cried the boys, eagerly — and off they started. 

" Now," said Peter, drawing near Hans, both skimming 
the ice so easily and lightly as they skated on together, 
that they seemed scarce conscious of moving, "we are 
going to stop at Leyden, and if you are going there only 
with a message to Doctor Boekman, cannot I do the errand 
for you ? The boys may be too tired to skate so far 
to-day, but I will promise to see him early to-morrow, if 
he is to be found in the city." 

" Ah, mynheer, that would be serving me indeed ; it 
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is noi ihe distance I dread, but leaving my mother so 
long." 

"Is she m?" 

" No, mynheer. It is the father. Yon may have heard 
it ; how he has been without wit for many a year — ever 
since the great Schlossen Mill was bnilt ; but his body has 
beeii well and strong. Now he is very sick, mynheer, 
and in a high fever, with his hand pressed against his 
heart." 

" Why go for Dr. Boekman, Hans ? There are others 
in Amsterdam who conld help him, perhaps ; — ^Boekman 
is a famous man, sought only by the wealthiest, and they 
often wait upon him in vain '* 

" He promised, mynheer, he promised me yesterday to 
come to the father in a week ; but now that the change 
has come, we cannot wait — we think the poor father is 
dying — oh! mynheer, you can plead with him to come 
quick — ^he will not wait a whole week and our father 
dying — ^the good meester is so kind " 

" 80 kind! " echoed Peter, in astonishment, " why he is 
known as the crossest man in Holland ! " 

" He looks so because he has no fat, and his head is 
busy, but his heart is kind, I know ; teU the meester what 
I have told you, mynheer, and he will come." 

"I hope so, Hans, with all my heart. You are in 
haste to turn homeward I see. Promise me that 
should you need a friend, you will go to my mother, 
at Broek. TeU her I bade you see her ; and, Hans 

H 
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Brinker — ^not as a reward, but as a gift take a^ few of 
these gnilders." 

Hans shook his head resolutely. 

'* No, no, mynheer — I cannot take it. If I could find 
work in Broek or at the South Mill I would be glad, but 
it is 'the same story everywhere — ^ wait till spring.' " 

" It is well you speak of it," said Peter eagerly, " for 
my father nee^s help at once. Your pretty chain pleased 
him much ; he said * that boy has a clean cut, he would 
be good at carving.* There is to be a carved portal to 
our new summer-house, and &ther will pay well for the 
job." 

" God is good ! " cried Hans in sudden delight. " Oh ! 
mynheer, that would be too much joy— I have never tried 
big work — ^but I can do it — I know I can." 

"Well, tell my father you are the Hans Brinker of 
whom I spoke. He will be glad to serve you." 

Hans stared in honest surprise. 

" Thank you, mynheer." 

"Now, captain," shouted Carl, anxious to appear as 
good-humoured as possible, by way of atonement, " here 
we are in the midst of Haarlemj and no word from you 
yet — we await your orders, and we're as hungry as 
wolves." 

Peter made a cheerful answer, and turned hurriedly to 
Hans. 

" Come, get something to eat, and I will detain you no 
longer," 
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Wliab a quick, wistM look Hans threw npon him! 
Peter wondered that he had not noticed before that the 
poor boy was hnngry. 

'^ Ah, mynheer, even now the mother may need me, tiie 
father may be worse— I must not wait. May God cajre for 
yon" — and nodding hastily, Hans turned his &oe home- 
ward and was gone. 

** Come, boys," sighed Peter, "now for onr tiffin ! " 



XV. 

HOMES. 

It must not be supposed that*our young Dutchmen had 
already forgotten the great skating-race which was to 
take {dace on the twentieth. On the contrary, they had 
tibought and spoken of it very often during the day. 
Even Ben, though he had felt more like a traveller than 
the rest, had never once^ through all the sight-seeing, lost 
a certain vision of Silver Skates which, for a week past, 
had haunted him night and day. 

Like a true "John Bull,*' as Jacob had called him, he 
never doubted that his English fleetness, English strength, 
English everything, could at any time enable him, on the 
ice, to put all Holland to shame, and the rest of the 
world, too, for that matter. Ben certainly was a superb 
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jskater. He liad enjoyed not half the opporininities for 
practising tliat liad fallen to his new comrades; but he 
had improved his share to the utmost ; and was, besides, 
60 strong of frame, so supple of limb — in short, such a 
tight, trim, quick, graceful fellow in every way, that he ' 
had taken to skating as naturally as a chamois to leaping, 
or an eagle to soaring. 

Only to the heavy heart of poor Hans had the vision of 
the Silver Skates failed to appear during that starry 
winter night and the brighter sunlit day. 

Even Qretel had seen them flitting before her as she sat 
beside her mother through those hours of weary watching 
— ^not as prizes to be won, but as treasures passing hope- 
lessly beyond her reach. 

Rychie, Hilda, and Katrinka — ^why they had scarcely 
known any other thought than " the race I the race ! It 
will come off on the twentieth ! *' 

These three girls were friends. Though of nearly the 
same age, talent, and station, they were as different as 
girls could be. 

Hilda van Gleck you already know, a warm-hearted, 
noble girl of fourteen. Rychie Korbes was beautiful to 
look upon, far more sparkling and pretty than Hilda, but 
not half so bright and sunny within. Clouds of pride, of 
discontent and envy had already gathered in her heart, 
and were growing bigger and darker every day. Of 
course these often relieved themselves very much after the 
^nanner of other clouds — ^but who saw the storms and the 
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weeping? Only Her maid, or her father, mother, and little 
brother — ^those who loved her better than all. Like other 
clouds, too, hers ofben took queer shapes, and what was 
really but mist and vapoury fancy, assumed the appearance 
of monster wrongs and mountains of diflRculiy. To her 
mind, the poor peasant-girl Gretel was not a human being, 
a Gbd-created creature like herself— she was only some- 
thing that meant poverty, rags, and dirt. Such as Gretel 
had no right to feel, to hope ; above all, they should never 
cross the paths of their betters — that is, not in a disagree- 
able way. They could toil and labour for them at a re- 
spectM distance, even admire them, if they would do it 
humbly, but nothing more. If they rebel, put them down 
— ^if they suffer, don't trouble me about it, was Bychie's 
secret motto. And yet how witty she was, how tastefully 
she dressed, how charmingly she sang, how much feeling 
she displayed (for pet kittens and rabbits), and how com- 
pletely she could bewitch sensible, honest-minded lads like 
Lambert van Mounen and Ludwig van Holp ! 

Carl was too much like her, within, to be an earnest ad- 
mirer, and perhaps he suspected the clouds. He, being 
deep and surly, and always uncomfortably in earnest, of 
course preferred the lively Katrinka, whose nature was 
made of a hundred tinkling bells. She was a coquette 
in her infancy, a coquette in her childhood, and now a 
coquette in her schooldays. Without a thought of harm, 
she coquetted with her studies, her duties, even her little 
troubles. They shouldn't know when they bothered her 
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aot ihfij. Site coqnetfced wiiih her mother, her pet lamb, 
her babjr brother, even with her own golden cnrls — ^tossing 
ibem back as if she despised them* Eyeiy one liked her^ 
but who conld lore her? She was neyer in earnest. A 
pleasant face, a pleasant heart, a pleasant manner — ^these 
only satisfy for an honr. Poor, happy Katrinka I such as 
she, tinkle, tinkle so ^ernlj through their early days ; 
bat Life is so apt to coquette with them in torn, to put all 
their sweet bells out of tone, or to silence them one by 
one! 

How different were the homes of these three girls from 
the tumbling old cottage were Gretel dwelt. Hychie liyed 
in a beautiM house near Amsterdam, where the carved 
sideboards were laden with services of silver and gold, 
and where silken tapestries hung in folds &om ceiling to 
floor. 

Hilda's ^Either owned the largest mansion in Broek, its 
glittering roof of polished tiles, and its boarded front, 
painted in half-a-dozen various colours, were the admira- 
tion of the neighbourhood. 

Elatrinka's home, not a mile distant, was the finest of 
Dutch country-seats. The garden was so stiffly laid out 
in little paths and patches that the birds might have mis- 
taken it for a great Chinese puzzle with all the pieces 
spread out ready for use. But in summer it was beauti- 
ful ; the flowers made the best of their stiff quarters, and 
when the gardener was not watching, glowed and bent and 
twined about each other in the prettiest way imaginable. 
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Siidb a tulip bed! Why, the Qneen of the Fairies would 
never care for a grander city in which to hold her court ! 
but Eiatnnka preferred the bed of pink and white hya- 
cinths. She loyed their freshness and fragrance, and the 
light-heariied way in which their bell-shaped blossoms 
swung in the breeze. 

Carl was both right and wrong when he said that 
Eiatnnka and Bychie were fririous at the very idea of the 
peasBiit Gretel joining in the race. He had heard Bychie 
declare it was " disgracefnl, shamefal, too bad ! " which in 
Datch, as in English, is generally the strongest expression 
an indignant girl can nse ; and he had seen Katrinka nod 
her pretty head, and heard her sweetly echo, ^'shameful, too 
bad ! *' as nearly like Bychie as tinkling bells can be like 
the Toice of real anger. This had satisfied him. He 
never snspected that had Hilda, not Bychie, first talked 
with Katrinka npon the subject, the bells would have 
jingled as willing an echo. She woxdd have said, " cer- 
tainly, let her join ns," and woxdd have skipped off think- 
ing no more about it. But now E!atrinka with sweet 
emphasis pronounced it a shame that a goose-girl, a forlorn 
little creature like Gretel, should be allowed to spoil the 
race. 

Bychie being rich and powerM (in a schoolgirl way) 
had other followers, besides Katrinka, who were induced 
to share her opinions because they were either too careless 
or too cowardly to think for themselves. 

Poor little Gretel ! Her home was sad and dark enough 
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now. Baff Bruiker lay moaning upon Hs rough bed, and 
his vrouw bathed his forehead, his Hps, weeping and 
praying Ihat he might not die. Hans, as we know, had 
started in desperation for Leyden to search for Dr. Book- 
man, and induce him, if possible, to come to their £Etther 
at once. Ghretel, filled with a strange dread, had done the 
work as well as she conld, wiped the rough brick floor, 
brought peat to build up the slow fire, and melted ice for 
her mother's use. This accomplished, she seated herself 
upon a low stool near the bed, and begged her mother to 
try and sleep awhile. 

" You are so tired," she whispered, " not once have you 
closed your eyes since last night. See, I have straightened 
the willow bed in the comer, and spread everything soft 
upon it I could find, so that the mother might lie in com- 
fort. Here is your jacket. Take off that pretiy dress, 
1*11 fold it away very carefiil, and put it in the big chest 
before you go to sleep." 

Dame Brinker shook her head without turning her eyea 
from her husband's face. 

"I can watch, mother,'* urged Gretel, "and 111 wake 
you every time the father stirs. You are so pale, and your 
eyes are so red-— oh, mother, do I ** 

The child pleaded in vain. Dame Brinker would not 
leave her post. 

Gretel looked at her in troubled silence, wondering 
whether it were very wicked to care more for one parent 
than for the other — and sure, yes, quite sure, that she 
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dreaded her &tlier, while she climg to her mother with a 
love thai was almost idolatry. 

"Hans loves the father so well," she thought, "why 
cannot I P Yet I could not help crying when I saw bis 
hand bleed that day, last month, when he snatched the 
knife — and now, when he moans, how I ache, ache all 
over. Perhaps I love him, after all, and God will see I 
am hot snch a bad, wicked girl as I thought. Yes, I love 
the poor &.ther — almost as Hans does — not qnite, for Hans 
is stronger and does not fear him. Oh, will that moaning 
go on for ever and ever! Poor mother, how patient she is, 
she never pouts, as I do, about the money that went away 
so strange. If he only could, just for one instant, open 
his eyes and look at us, as Hans does, and tell us where 
mother's guilders went, I would not care for the rest — yes, 
I would care — I don't want the poor father to die, to be 
all blue and cold like Annie Bouman's little sister — I know 
I don't — dear God, I don't want father to die." 

Her thoughts merged into a prayer. When it ended, 
the poor child scarcely knew. Soon she found herself 
watching a little pulse of light at the side of the fire, beat- 
ing feintly but steadily, showing that somewhere in the. 
dark pile there was warmth and light that would over- 
spread it at last. A large earthen pan filled with burning 
peat stood near the bedside ; Gretel had placed it there to 
" stop the father's shivering," she said. She watched it as 
it sent a glow around the mother's form, tipping her faded 
skirt with light, and shedding a sort of newness over the 
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threadbare bodice. It was a relief to Gretel to see tiie 
lines in that weary &ce soften as the firelight flickered 
gently across it. 

Next she counted the window-panes, broken and patched 
as they were ; and finally, after tracing every crack and 
seam in the walls, fixed her gaze upon a caErved shelf made 
by Hans. The shelf hung as high as Gretel conld reach. 
It held a large leather-covered Bible, with brass clasps, 
a wedding present to Dame Brinker firom the family at 
Heidelberg. 

** Ah, how handy Hans is ! If he were here he cotdd 
tnm the father some way so the moans wonld stop — dear! 
dear! if this sickness lasts, we shall never skate any more. 
I must send my new skates back to the beantiful lady. 
Hans and I will not see the race," and Ghretel's eyes, that 
had been dry before, grew ftdl of tears. 

** Never cry, child," said her mother soothingly. ** This 
sickness may not be as bad as we think. The father has 
lain this way before." 

Gretel sobbed now. 

" Oh, mother, it is not that alone — ^yon do not know all 
— ^I am very, very bad and wicked ! " 

" Jbw, Gretel ! yon so patient and good ! " and a bright, 
pnzzled look beamed for an instant upon the child. ** Hnsh, 
lovey, you'll wake him." 

Gretel hid her face in her mother's lap, and tried not to 
cry. 

!er little hand, so thin and brown, lay in the coarse 
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palm of her zaoiher, creased with many a bard day's work. 
Brjchie would hare shuddered to touch either, jet they 
pressed warmly upon each other. 
She was soon &st asleep. 



XVI. 

HAAELEM. — THE BOYS HEAB VOICES. 

Bbfbbshbd and rested, our boys came forth &om' the coffee- 
house just as the big clock in the Square, after the manner 
of certain Holland timekeepers, was striking TWO with its 
half-hour bell, for half-past two. 

The captain was absorbed in thought, at first, for Hans 
Brinker's sad stoiy still echoed in his ears. Ifot until 
Lndwig rebuked him with a laughing " wake up, grand- 
&ther!" did he reassume his position as gallant boy-leader 
ef his band. 

" Aliem ! this way, young gentlemen ! " 

They were walking through the streets of the ciiy, not 
on a kerbed sidewalk, for such a thing is rarely to be found 
in HoUand, but on the brick pavement that lay on the 
borders of the cobble-stone carriage-way without breaking 
its level expanse. 

Haarlem, like Amsterdam, was gayer than usual, in 
honour of St. Nicholas. 

A strange figure was approaching them. It was a small 
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man dressed in black, with a short cloak ; lie wore a wig 
and a cocked hat, from which a long crape streamer was 
flying. 

" Who comes here ? " cried Ben ; " what a qneer- 
looking object ! " 

" That's the aanspreker," said Lambert, " some one is 
dead." 

"Is that the way men dress in mourning in this 
conntry ? " 

"Oh, no. The aanspreker attends funerals, and it is 
his business, when any one dies, to notify all the friends 
and relatives." 

" What a strange custom ! " 

"Well," said Lambert, "we needn't feel very badly 
about this particular death, for I see another man has 
lately been bom to the world to fill up the vacant 
place." 

Ben stared. " How do you know that ? " 

"Don't you see that pretty red pincushion hanging 
on yonder door ? " asked Lambert in return. 

" Yes." 

"Well, that's a boy." 

" A boy ! what do you mean ? " 

"I mean that here in Haarlem, whenever a boy is 
born, the parents have a red pincushion put out at the 
door. K our young friend had been a girl instead of a 
boy, the cushion would have been white. Li some places 
they have much more fanciful affairs, all trimmed with 
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lace, and even among the very poorest houses you will 
see a bit of ribbon or even a string tied on the dooiS 
latch " 

** Look ! " almost screamed Ben, " there w a white 
cushion, at the door of that double- jointed house with 
the funny roof." 

" I don't see any house with a funny roof." 

"Oh, of course not," said Ben, "I forget you're 
a native; but all the roofs are queer to me, for that 
matter. I mean the house next to that green building." 

"True enough — there's a girl! I tell you what, 
captain," called out Lambert, slipping easily into Dutch, 
^'we must get out of this street as soon as possible. 
It's full of babies! They'll set up a squall in a 
moment ! " 

The captain laughed. "I shall take you to hear 
better music than that," he said: "we are just in time 
to hear the organ of St. Bavon. The church is open 
to-day." 

" What, the great Haarlem organ ? " asked Ben. 
'* That will be a treat indeed. J have often read of it, 
with its tremendous pipes, and its vox hiimana* that 
sounds like a giant singing." 

" The same," answered Lambert van Mounen. 

Peter was right. The church was open, though 

not for religious services. Some one was playing 

upon the organ. As the boys entered, a swell of 

* An organ stop which produces an effect resembling the humak toios. 
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&bA 'to ^DBct lLclul. K seemed to 
Be linr cme, into Urn dmdows of the 

JjomBer and kmder ii iLim vatil if Jiframe fike the 
£bl and Tcsar of bobdp ingliil^' ten^sesi^ or fike the 
'TT1 TS"' FXZTS^XK? x^K^ l^y i^cKn^. In. ilie inifiBi of the 
tonit m txB^asr Ml was Laid ; anodier answered^ 
AcB aiftodwr, azkd die stessn paBScd as if to listpn. 
Tte Mb grew bolder: Hxy m^ ont load and dear. 
OAer deep4oBed beQs joined in; iliej were tolling 
oen — diB^ doB^! ding, dong ! The 
brob foth again wiA redoobled fniy— galihenng 
ilB dislaDt tirander. Tlie boys looked at eadi ofiiery 
bat did not speak. *It was gniaii ^ eenons. What 
was diat? Who scmmed? Wlmi screamed — that 
terrible^ ^wi«sm"«I scream? Was it man or demon? 
Or was it some monster sbat np beidnd tiiat carded 
brass frame — bdiind tboee great stlrer oobunns — some 
despairing monster begging, scarpaming for freedom? 
IJL was tiie Vox Homana ! 

At last an answer .came — scrft, tender, loring, like 
a motber^s song. The stonn grew silent; bidden 
birds sprang forth, filling tbe air widi glad, ecstatic 
music, rising bigber and bigber mtil ihe last &int 
note was lost in tbe distance. 

Tbe YcK Hmnana was stilled; but in tbe glorious 
bjmn of thanksgiving that now arose, one conld almost 
the tfarobfaing of a boman beait. Wbat did it 
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mean? That man's implormg cry should in time be 
met with a deep content? That gratitude woxdd giye 
ns freedom? To Peter and Ben it seemed that the 
angels were singing. Their eyes grew dim, and their 
sonls dizzy with a strange joy. At last, as if borne 
npward by invisible hands, they were floating away 
on the mnsicy all &6igae forgotten, and with no wish 
but to hear for ever those beautiful sounds — when 
suddenly Van Help's sleeve was pulled impatiently, 
and a gruff voice beside him asked — 

"How long are you going to 'stay here, captain — 
blinking at the ceiling like a sick rabbit? It's high 
time we started." 

" Hush ! '* whispered Peter, only half aroused. 

*^ Come, man ! Let's go," said Carl, giving the sleeve 
a second pull. 

Peter turned reluctantiy ; he would not detain the 
boys against their will. All but Ben were casting 
rather reproachful glances upon him. 

**Well, boys," he whispered, "we will go. Softly 
now." 

"That's the greatest thing IVe seen or heard since 
I've been in Holland ! " cried Ben, enthusiastically, as 
soon as they reached the open air. " It's glorious ! " 

Ludwig and Carl laughed slyly at the English boy's 
wartaal, or gibberish ; Jacob yawned ; Peter gave Ben 
a look that made hinn instantly feel that he and Peter 
were not so very different after all, though one hailed 
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from Holland and the other from England ; and Lamberi, 
the interpreter, responded with a brisk — 

" Yon may well say so. I believe there are one or two 
organs now-a-days that are said to be as fine; bnt for 
years and years this organ of St. Bavon was the grandest 
in the world." 

" Do you know how large it is ? " asked Ben. •* I 
noticed that the chnrch itself was prodigiously high, and 
that the organ fiUed the end of the great aisle from floor 
to roof." 

"That's true," said Lambert, "and how superb the 
pipes looked — just like grand columns of silver. They^re 
only for show, you know; the real pipes are behind 
them, some big enough for a man to crawl through, 
and some smaller than a baby's whistle. "Well, as to 
size, the church is higher than Westminster Abbey, to 
begin with, and, as you say, the organ makes a 
tremendous show even then. My father told me last 
night that it is one huivired and eight feet high, fifty 
feet broad, and has over five thousand pipes; it has 
sixty-four stops^ if you know what they are, I don't, 
and three keyboards." 

" You have a fine memory," said Ben. " My head 
is a perfect colander for figures ; they slip through as fast 
as they're poured in. But other facts and historical 
events stay behind — ^that's some consolation." 

" Well," continued Lambert, " Handel, the great com- 
poser, chanced to visit Haarlem, and of course he at once 
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hunted up this famous organ. He gained admittance, 
and was playing npon it with all his might, when the 
regnlar organist chanced to enter the building. The 
man stood awe-struck ; he was a good player himself, but 
he had never heard such music before. * Who is there ? ' 
he cried. ' If it is not an angel, it must be Handel ! ' 
When he discovered that it was the great musician, 
he was still more mystified ! * But how is this ? ' said 
he, *you liave done impossible things — no ten fingers 
on earth can play the passages you have given; human 
hands couldn't control all the keys and stops ! ' 'I 
know it ; ' said Handel, coolly, ' and for that reason I was 
forced to strike some notes with the end of my nose.' 
Donder! just think how the old organist must have 
stared!" 



xvn. 

THE HAN WITH FOUB HEADS. 

Aftbb leaving the church, the boys stopped near by 
in the open market-place, to look at the bronze statue 
of Laurens Janzoon Coster, who is believed by the Dutch 
to have been the inventor of printing. This is disputed 
by those who award the same honour to Johannes 
Guttemberg of Mayence; while many maintain that 
EanstuSy a servant of Coster, stole his master's wooden 

I 
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types on a Chiistmas-eye, wlien the latter was at clmrcl^ 
and fled with his booty, and his secret, to Mayence. 
Coster was a native of EEaarlem, and the Hollanders are 
naturally anxious to seenre the credit of the invention 
for their illustrions townsman. Certain it is, that the 
first book he printed is kept, by the city, in a silver case 
wrapped in silk, and is shown with great cantion as a 
most precious relic. It is said he first conceived the 
idea of printing from cutting his name upon the bark of 
a tree, and afterwards pressing a piece of paper upon the 
characters. 

Of course Lambert and his English friend fully dis- 
cussed this subject. They also had rather a warm 
argument concerning another invention. Lambert de- 
clared that the honour of giving both the telescope and 
microscope to the world lay between Metius and Janseu, 
both Hollanders; while Ben as stoutly insisted that 
Roger Bacon, an English monk of the thirteenth century, 
" wrote out the whole thing with a perfect description of 
microscopes and telescopes, too, long before either of 
those other fellows were bom." 

On one subject, however, they both agreed: that thiB 
art of curing and pickling herrings was discovered by 
William BeuMes of Holland, and that the country did 
perfectly right in honouring him as a national benefiEictor, 
for its wealth and importance had been in a great measure 
due to its heiring trade. 

**It is astonishing," said Ben, "in what prodigioDi 
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quantities those fish are fonnd. I don't know how it is 
here, but on the coast of England, off Yarmouth, the 
herring shoals have been known to be six and seyen feet 
deep with fish." 

" That is prodigious, indeed," said Lambert ; " but you 
know your word herring is derived from the German heer^ 
an army, on account of a way the fish have of coming in 
large numbers." 

Soon afterwards, while passing a cobbler's shop, Ben 
exclaimed — 

•* Hollo! Lambert, here is the name of one of your 
greatest men over a cobbler's stall! Boerhaave — ^if it 
were only Herman Boerhaave instead of Hendrick, it 
would be complete." 

Lambert knit his brows reflectively, as he replied : 

" Boerhaave — Boerhaave — the name is perfectly 
&miliar ; I remember, now, he was bom in 1668, but the 
rest is all gone, as -usual. There have been so many 
feimous Hollanders, you see, it is impossible for a fellow 
to know them all. What was he? Did he have two 
heads? or was he one of your great natural swimmers, 
like Marco Polo?" 

"He had yb«*r heads," answered Ben, laughing, "for he 
was a great physician, naturalist, botanist, and chemist. 
I am ftdl of him just now, for I read his life a few weeks 
ago." 

" Pour out a little, then," said Lambert, " only walk 
faster, we shall lose sight of the other boys." 

t2 
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**Well," resumed Ben, quickening his pace, and 
looking with great interest at everything going on in 
the crowded street, ''this Dr. Boerhaave was a great 
anspewker." 

" A great what f " roared Lambert. 

" Oh, I beg pardon — I was thinking of that man over 
there, with the cocked hat. He's an anspewker, isn't 
he?" 

" Tes. He's an aanspreker — ^if that is what you mean 
to say. But what about your friend with the four heads ? " 

"Well, as I was going to say, the doctor was left a 
penniless orphan at sixteen, without education or Mends." 

" Jolly beginning ! " interposed Lambert. 

"Now don't interrupt. He was a poor friendless 
orphan at sixteen, but he was so persevering and indus- 
trious, so determined to gain knowledge,' that he made 
his way, and in time became one of the most learned 
men of Europe. AU the what is that ? " 

" Where ? What do you mean ? " 

" Why, that paper on the door opposite. Don't you 
see ? Two or three persons are reading it ; I have noticed 
fioveral of these papers since I've been here." 

"Oh, that's only a health bulletin. Somebody in the 
house is ill, and, to prevent a steady knocking at the 
door, the family write an account of the patient's con- 
dition, on a placard, and hang it outside the door, for 
the benefit of inquiring friends — a very sensible custom, 
I'm sure. Nothing strange about it that I can see — go 
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on, please — ^yon said * all the ' — and there yon left me 
hanging." 

" I was going to say," resnmed Ben, " that all. the — 
all the — ^how comically persons do dress here, to be 
snre! Jnst look at those men and women with their 
fingarloaf hats — and see this woman ahead of ns with a 
straw bonnet like a scoop-shovel tapering to a point in 
the back. Did ever yon see anything so funny? And 
those tremendous wooden shoes, too — I declare she's a 
beauty!" 

" Oh, they are only country folk," said Lambert, rather 
impatiently ; " you might as well let old Boerhaave drop, 
or else shut your eyes " 

"Ha! ha! Well, I was going to say— all the big 
men of his day sought ont this great professor. Even 
Peter the Great, when he came over to Holland from 
Bnssia to learn shipbuilding, attended his lectures 
regularly. By that time Boerhaave was Professor of 
Medicine and Chemistry and Botany in the University 
of Leyden. He had grown to be very wealthy as a 
practising physician; but he used to say that the poor 
were his best patients, because Ood woxddbe their pay- 
master. AU Europe learned to love and honour him. 
In short, he became so famous that a certain mandarin 
of China addressed a letter to * The illustrious Boerhaave, 
physician in Europe,' and the letter found its way to 
him without any difficulty." 

"That is what I call being a public character. The 
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boys liave stopped. How now, Captain van Holt, where 
next?" 

" Unless yon all desire to visit the Mnsemn of Natural 
Histoiy, we may go on the grand canal again. If we had 
more time it would be pleasant to take Benjamin np the 
Blue Stairs." 

'^ What are the Blue Stairs, Lambert ? " asked Ben. 

^^ They are the highest point of the Dunes. You have 
a grand view of the ocean &om there, besides an opportu* 
nity of seeing how wonderfal these Dunes are. One can 
hardly believe that the wind could ever heap up sand in*so 
remarkable a way. But we have to go through Bloemendal 
to get there— not a very pretty village, and some distance 
fipom here. What do you say ? " 

" Oh, I am ready for anything. For my part, I would 
rather steer direct for Leyden, but we'll do as the captain 
says — ^hey, Jacob ? " 

" Ta, dat ish goot," said Jacob, who decidedly felt more 
inclined to take another nap than to ascend the Blue 
Stairs. 

The captain was in favour of going to Leyden. 

" It's four long miles from here. (Full sixteen of your 
English miles, Benjamin.) We have no time to lose if 
you wish to reach there before midnight. Decide quickly, 
boys — Blue Stairs or Leyden ? " 

"Leyden," they answered, and were out of Haarlem 
in a twinkling, admiring the lofby, tower-like windmills 
and pretty country seats as they left the city behind them. 
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FRIENDS m NEED. 

Meantimb, the other boys were listening to Peter's account 
of an incident which had long ago occnrred* in a part 
of the city where stood an ancient castle, whose lord had 
tyrannized over the burghers of the town to such an extent, 
that they surrounded his castle, and laid siege to it. Just 
at the last extremity, when the haughty lord felt that he 
could hold out no longer, and was preparing to sell his 
life as dearly as possible, his lady appeared on the ramparts, 
and offered to surrender everything, provided she was per- 
mitted to bring out, and retain, as much of her most 
precious household goods as she could carry upon her 
back. The promise was given — and forth came the lady 
fixMDi the gateway, bearing her husband upon her 
shoulders. The burghers' pledge preserved l^im &om the 
ftuy of the troops, but left them free to wreak their ven- 
geance upon the castle. 

**Do you believe that story, Captain PeterP" asked Carl, 
in an incredulous tone. 

** Of course I do ; it is historical. Why should I doubt 
it?" 

" Simply because no woman could do it — and, if she 
could^ she wouldn't. That is mtf opinion." 

* Six ThomaB Cair's Tour through Holland. 
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" And /believe there are many who would, — That is, to 
save any one they really cared for," said Lndwig. 

Jacob, who in spite of his fat and sleepiness, was of 
rather a sentimental turn, had listened with deep interest. 

" That is right, little fellow," he said, nodding his head 
approvingly, " I believe every word of it. I shall never 
marry a woman who wonld not be glad to do as much for 
mer 

" Heaven help her ! " cried Carl, turning to gaze at the 
speaker; " why, Poot, three men couldn't do it ! " 

" Perhaps not," said Jacob quietly — feeling that he had 
asked rather too much of the ftiture Mrs. Poot. " But she 
must be willing^ that is all." 

" Aye," responded Peter's cheery voice, " willing heart 
makes nimble foot — and who knows but it may make 
strong arms also." 

As they skated on, Lambert gave Ben an account of the 
gallant little boy who, finding a hole in one of the dykes, 
through which the water was pushing its way, put his 
finger in, and kept it there all night, till people came to 
his assistance. Had he not done so, the hole would hav 
increased, and the dyke would probably, in the end, have 
given way, and the country have been inxmdated. 

" The noble little fellow ! I have frequently met with 
an account of the incident, but I never knew, till now, that 
it was really true." 

" True I Of course it is," said Lambert, kindling. " I 
have given you the story just as mother told it to me, 
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years ago. Why, there is not a cliild in Holland who does 
not know it. And, Ben, yon may not think so, bnt that 
little boy represents the spirit of the whole country. Not 
a leak can show itself anywhere, either in its politics, 
hononr, or public safety, that a million fingers are not 
ready to stop it, at any cost." 

" Whew ! " cried Master Ben, " big talking that ! " 
"It's true talk anyway," rejoined Lambert, so very 
quietly that Ben wisely resolved to make no further com- 
ment. 



XIX. 

ON THE CANAL. 



The skating season had commenced unusually early; our 
boys were by no means alone upon the ice. The afternoon 
was so fine, that men, women, and children, bent upon 
enjoying the holiday, had flocked to the grand canal from 
far and near. Saint Nicholas had evidently remembered 
the fiivourite pastime; shining new skates were every- 
where to be seen. Whole families were skimming their 
way to Haarlem or Leyden or the neighbouring villages. 
The ice seemed fairly alive. Ben noticed the erect, easy 
carriage of the women, and their picturesque variety of 
costume. There were the latest fashions, fresh from 
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PaoriSy fLoatdng past dingy, moth-eaten garments that had 
seen service thrpngh two generations ; coalscuttle bonnets 
perched over fredded faces, bright with holiday smiles ; 
stiff moslin caps, with wings at the sides, flapping beside 
cheeks rosy with health and contentment; fiirs, too, 
encircling the whitest of throats; and scanty garments 
fluttering below faces ruddy with exercise — ^in short, every 
quaint and comical mixture of costume that Holland could 
famish seemed sent to enliven the scene. 

There were belles fipom Leyden, and fish- wives from 
the border villages; cheese-women from Gouda, and 
prim matrons from beautiful countryseats on the 
Haarlemmer Meer. Grey-headed skaters were constantly 
to be seen ; wrinkled old women, with baskets upon their 
heads; and plump little toddlers on skates clutching at 
their mothers' gowns. Some women carried their babies 
upon their backs, firmly secured with a • bright shawl. 
The effect was pretty and gracefdl as they darted by, 
or sailed slowly past, now nodding to an acquaintance, 
now chirruping, and throwing soft baby -talk to the 
muffled little ones they carried. 

Boys and girls were chasing each other, and hiding 
behind the one-horse sleds, that, loaded high with peat 
or timber, pnrsued their cautious way along the track 
marked out as "safe." Beautifrd, queenly women were 
there, enjoyment sparkling in their quiet eyes. Some- 
times a long file of young men, each grasping the coat 
of the one before him, flew by with electric speed ; and 
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sometimes the ioe squeaked imder the chair of some 
gorgeous old dowager, or rich burgomaster's lady — ^who, 
yeiy red in the nose, and sharp in the eyes, looked like 
a scare-thaw invented by old &ther Winter for the 
protection of his skating grounds. The chair would 
be heavy with footstoves and cushions, to say nothing 
of the old lady. Mounted upon Rhiniug runners it slid 
alcHigy pushed by the sleepiest of servants, who, looking 
neither to the right nor the left, bent himself to his task, 
while she cast direful glances upon the screaming little 
urchins who iavariably acted as body-guard. 

As for the men, they were pictures of placid enjoyment. 
Some were attired in ordinary citizen's dress ; but many 
looked odd enough with their short woollen coats, wide 
breeches, and big silver buddes. These seemed to Ben 
like Httle boys who had, by a miracle, sprung suddenly 
into manhood, and were forced to wear garments that 
their astonished mothers had altered in a hurry. He 
noticed, too, that nearly aU the men had pipes, as they 
passed bim whizzing and smoking like so many loco- 
motives. There was every variety of pipes, from those 
of common day to the most expensive meerschaums 
mounted in silver and gold. Some were carved into 
extraordinary and fantastic shapes, representing birds, 
flowers, heads, and numerous other things; some were 
red, and many were of a pure snowy white; but the 
most respectable were those which were ripening into a 
shaded brown* The deeper and richer the brown, of 
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coarse, tiie mare fionoiired ihe p^oey &r iir was a proof 
tiittfe idle owner, if IioziestiT^ gfiaifrng it, was deHbeni^ 
devoting Iiia manliood to iiie eSsrb — mhmk pipe woold Boi 
he proud to be the object of sncb. a sacrifice I 

War awBile, B01 skated on. in slence. There was so 
JBO^ to »igage Ms attentiaii tibat be almost £argot his 
eoiKpamons, Pazt of the time be bad bees watdnng 
tiie iceboats as th^ fiew over the great Haariemmcr 
Meer (or Lake), the firozen snr&ce of wMdi was now 
plainlj Tkible from, the canaL These boats bad Teiy 
large aaOs, mncb larger, in proportion, than those of 
ordinarj ressels, and w&^ set upon 'a trianguLir frame 
fomisbed with an iron "nrrmer" at each comer, — ^ihe 
widest part of the triangle crossing ihe bow, and its 
point stretching beyond the stem. They had rodders 
for gaiding, and brakes ibr arresting their p rogress; and 
were of aD sizes and kinds, from grw^^TI^ rongh afiairs 
managed by a boy, to large and beantifal ones filled 
with gay pleasure parties, and manned by competent 
sailors, who, smoking their stompy pipes, reefed and 
tacked and steered with great scdemnity and precision. 

Some of the boats were painted and gilded in gandj 
style, and flannted gay pennons from their mastheads; 
others white as snow, with ereiy spotless sail ronnded 
by the wind, looked like swans borne onward by a 
resistless current. It seemed to Ben as, following his 
fancy, he watched one of these in the distance, that he 
could almost hear its helpless, terrified cry, but he soon 
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fonnd that the sound arose from a nearer and less 
romantic cause — from an iceboat not fif)y yards from 
him, nsing its brakes to avoid a collision intb a peat- 
sled. 

It was a rare thing for these boats to be npon the 
canal, and their appearance generaUj caused no little 
excitement among skaters, especially among the timid; 
but to-day every iceboat in the county seemed afloat, 
or rather aslide, and tiie canal had its full share. 

Ben, though delighted at the sight, was often startled 
at the swift approach of the resistless, white-winged 
things tiireatening to dart in any and every possible 
direction. It required all his energies to keep out of the 
way of the passers-by, and to prevent those screaming 
little urchins from upsetting him with their sleds. Once 
he halted to watch some boys who were making a hole 
in the ice, preparatory to using their fishing-spears. Just 
as he was about to start again, he found himself suddenly 
bumped into an old lady's lap. Her push-chair had come 
upon him from the rear. The old lady screamed, the 
servant who was propelling her gave a warning hiss — 
in another instant Ben found himself apologizing to 
empty air ; the indignant old lady was far ahead. 

This was a slight mishap compared with one that now 
threatened him. A huge iceboat, under fall sail, came 
tearing down the canal, almost paralyzing Ben with the 
thought of instant destruction. It was close upon him ! 
He saw its gilded prow, heard the schipper shout, felt 
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ihe great boom feirly whizz over his head, was blind, 
deaf, and dumb, all in an instant, then opened his eyes, 
to find himself spinning some yards behind its great 
skate-like rudder. It had passed within an inch of his 
shonlder, but he was safe ! safe to see England again, 
safe to kiss the dear faces that for an instant had 
flashed before him one by one — father, mother, Bobby 
and Jenny — that great boom had dashed their images 
into his very soul. He knew now how much he loved 
them. Perhaps this knowledge made him face com- 
placently the scowls of those on the canal who seemed 
to feel that a boy in danger was necessarily a had 
boy needing instant reprimand. 

Lambert chided him roundly. 

"I thought it was all over with you, you careless 
fellow ! Why don't you look where you are going. 
Not content with sitting on all the old ladies' laps, 
you must make a Juggernaut of every iceboat that 
comes along. We shaU have to hand you over to 
the aansprekers yet, if you don't look out !" 

"Please don't," said Ben, with mock humility — ^then, 
seeing how pale Lambert's lips were, added in a low 
tone: 

"I do believe I thought more in that one moment, 
Yan Mounen, than in all the rest of my past life." 
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JACOB FOOT CHANGES THE PLABT. 

While they were speaking, Poot was seen to totter, 
and before any one conld help him he fell heaTQj on 
the ice. 

" Hallo ! " caied Yan Monneu. " There goes Poot ! " 

Ben sprang hastily forward. 

" Jacob ! Jacob, are you hurt ? " 

Peter and Carl were lifting him. The face was white 
enongb now. It seemed like a dead face — even the 
good-natured look was gone. 

A crowd collected, Peter unbuttoned the poor boy's 
jacket, loosened his red tippet, and blew between the 
parted lips. 

" Stand off, good people ! " he cried, " give him air ! " 

^^Bab his hands," called out a woman from the 
crowd. 

^* Stand him upon his feet ! " shouted another. 

"Give him wine," growled a stout fellow who was 
driving a loaded sled. 

** Yes ! yes, give him wine I" echoed everybody. 

Ludwig and Lambert shouted in concert : 

"Wine! wine! Who has wine?" 
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A sleepy-eyed DutclimaiL began to fumble mysteriously 
imder the beaviest of blue jackets, saying as be did 
so — 

" Not so much noise, young masters, not so much 
noise ! The boy was a fool to faint off like a girl.'* 

"Wine, quick!" cried Peter, wbo, witb Ben's belp, 
was rubbing Jacob from bead to foot. 

Ludwig stretcbed fortb bis band imploringly towards 
tbe Dutcbman, wbo witb an air of great importance 
was still fumbling beneatb tbe jacket. 

^^ Do burry! He will die! Has any one else any 
wine?" 

" He is dead ! " said an awful voice from among tbe 
bystanders. 

Tbis startled tbe Dutcbman. 

" Have a care I " be said, reluctantly drawing fortb 
a small blue flask, " tbis is scbnaps. A little is 
enougb." 

A little was enougb. Tbe paleness gave way to a 
faint flusb. Jacob opened bis eyes, and balf bewildered, 
balf asbamed, feebly tried to free himself from those 
wbo were supporting him. 



There was no alternative now for our party but to 
have their exhausted comrade carried, in some way, to 
Leyden. As for expecting him to skate any more that 
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day, the thing was impossible. In truth, by this time 
each boy began to entertain secret yearnings towards 
iceboats, and to avow a Spartan resolve not to desert 
Jacob. Fortunately a gentle, steady breeze was setting 
southward. If some accommodating schipper * would 
but come along, matters would not be quite so bad after 
aU. 

Peter hailed the first sail that appeared ; the men in 
the stem would not even . look at him. Three drays on 
runners came along, but they were already loaded to the 
utmost. Then an iceboat, a beautiftd, tempting little 
one, whizzed past like an arrow. The boys had just 
time to stare eagerly at it when it was gone. In 
despair, they resolved to prop up Jacob with their strong 
arms, as well as they could, and take him to the nearest 
village. 

At that moment a very shabby iceboat came in 
sight. With but little hope of success, Peter hailed it, 
at the same time taking off his hat and flourishing it in 
the air. 

The sail was lowered, then came the scraping sound 
of the brake, and a pleasant voice called out from the 
deck : 

"What now?" 

" Will you take us on ? " cried Peter, hurrying with 
his companions as fast as he could, for the boat was 

• Skipper. Master of a small trading vessel, — a pleasure boat or 
iceboat. 
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"bringing to" some distance ahead; "will yon take ns 
on?" 

" We'll pay for the ride ! " shonted CarL 

The man on board scarcely noticed him, except to 
xooiter something abont its not being a trekschoit. Still 
looking toward Peter he asked i 

"How many?" 

" Six." 

"Well, it's Kichdas' day — ixp with yon! Yotmg 
gentleman sick (nodding towards Jacob) ? " 

"•Yes — broken down — skated all the way from Broek," 
answered Peter. " Do yon go to Leyden ? " 

" Thai's as the wind says — ^it's blowing that way now 
— -scramHe np ! " 

Poor Jacob; if that willing Mrs. Poot had only 
appeared just then, her services would have been in- 
yalnable. It was as much as the boys could do to 
hoist him into the boat. All ware in at last. The 
schipper,. pufiOng away at his pipe, let out the sail, 
lifbed the brake, and sat in the stem with folded 
arms* 

"Whew I How fast we go!" cried Ben; "this is 
something like ! Feel better, Jacob ? " 
" Much petter I tanks you." 

" Oh, you'll be as good as new in ten minutes. This 
makes a fellow feel like a bird." 

Jacob nodded and blinked his eyes. 

"Don't go to sleep, Jacob; it's too cold. You might 
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never wake up you know. Persons often .freo&e to death 
in that -way." 

"I no sleep," said Jacob jBonfidentiy — r.and in two 
minutes he was snoring. 
Carl andXudwig laughed. 
"We must wake him! "cried Ben. "It.is dangerous 

1 tellj^on — Jacob ! Ja-a-o " 

.Captain Peter interfered, for three .of ihe boy^ were 
helping Ben for the fun of the thing. 

" Nonsense ! don't shake him ! Let him alone, boys. 
QnjB. never snores like that when one's freezing. Cover 
him up with something. JBEere, this doak will do; hey, 
schipper? "and .ie looked towards .the t stem .for per- 
mission .toJise.it. 
The man nodded. 

"_Ther^," -said JPeter, tenderly adjusting .the garment, 
**let him .sleep. He will be frisky as a lamb when 
he wakes. How far are we from Leyden, schipper ? " 

"JN'otLmore!n a couple of pipes,", replied a voice, rising 
from fimoke like the genii in £aixy tales (puff! puff!), 
"likely not more'n one an' a half Jjujff! puff!) if this 
wind holds!" (puff! puff! puff!) 

"What .is the man saying, Lambert?" asked Ben, 
who was holding his mittened hands against his cheeks 
to ward off the cutting air. 

"He says we're about two pipes from Leyden. Half 
the boors here on the canal measure distances by the 
time.it takes them to £nish a. pipe." 

K 2 
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" How ridictdoTis ! *' 

"See here, Benjamin Dobbs," retorted Lambert, 
growing nnacconntably indignant at Ben's quiet smile; 
"see here, yonVe a way of calling every other thing 
yon see on tMa side of the German ocean ^ ridicnlons.' 
It may snit youj this word, bnt it don't suit me. When 
you. want anything ridiculous just remember your English 
custom of making the Lord Mayor of London, at his 
installation, count the nails in a horseshoe to prove Tiis 
learning^ 

" Who told you we had any such custom as that ? " 
cried Ben, looking grave in an instant. 

"Why I know it, no use of any one telling me. 
It's in all the books — and it's true. It strikes me," 
continued Lambert, laughing in spite of himself, 
"that you have been kept in happy ignorance of a 
good many ridiculous things on your side of the 
map." 

" Humph ! " exclaimed Ben, trying not to smile, " I'll 
inquire into that Lord Mayor business when I get home. 
There must be some mistake. B-r-r-rooool How fast 
we're going. This is glorious ! " 

It was a ^and sail, or ride, I scarce know which 
to call it ; perhaps " fly " would be the best word ; for 
the boys felt very much as Sinbad did when, tied to 
the roc's leg, he darted through the clouds; or as 
Bellerophon felt when he shot through the air on the 
back of his winged horse Pegasus. Sailing, riding, 
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or flying, wHchevep it was, everything was msliing 
past, backward — and, before tbey bad time to draw 
a long breath, Leyden itself, with its high peaked roofs, 
flew half-way to meet them. 

When the city came in sight it was high time to waken 
the sleeper. That feat accomplished, Peter's prophecy 
came to pass. Master Jacob was qnite restored and in 
excellent spirits. 

The schipper made a feeble remonstrance when Peter, 
with hearty thanks, endeavoured to slip some silver pieces 
into his tongh, brown palm. 

"Ye see, young master," said he, drawing away his 
hand, ** the regular line o' trade's one thing, and a favour's 
another." 

"I know it," said Peter, "but those boys and girls of 
yours will want sweets when you get home. Buy them 
some in the name of Saint ]!Ticholas." 

The man grinned. " Ay, true enough, I've young 'uns 
in plenty, a clean boatload of them. You are a sharp 
young master at guessing." 

This time the knotty hand hitched forward again, quite 
carelessly, it seemed, but its palm was upward. Peter 
hasti^ dropped in the money and moved away. 

The sail soon came tumbling down. Scrape, scrape 
went the brake, scattering an ice-shower round the boat. 

" Good-by, schipper ! " shouted the boys, seizing their 
skates and leaping from the deck one by one, ^'many 
thanks to you! " 
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" Good-by I good b— Hold ! here ! stop I I want inj 
coat." 

Ben was carefiilly assisting his cousin over the side of 
the boat. 

" "What is tiie man shouting about ? Oh, I know, you 
haye his wrapper round your shoulders ! " 

"Dat ish true," answered Jacob, half-jumping, half- 
tumbling down upon the framework, " dat ish yot make 
him sho heavy.*'' 

" Made you so heavy, you mean, Foot ? " 

" Ya, made you sho heavy — dat ish true," said Jacob, 
innocently, as he worked himself free from the big 
wrapper, "dere, now you hands it mit him, straits way 
and tells him I voz much tanks for dat." 

" Ho ! for an inn! " cried Peter, as they stepped into the 
city. " Be brisk, my fine fellows ! " 



XXI. 

1ITNHEE& EXEES AND HIS BILL OF FABE. 

The boys soon found* an unpretending establishment near 
the Breedstraat (Broad Street) with a ftmnily painted lion 
over the door. This was the Roode Leeuw, or Red Lion, 
kept by one Huygens El'eef, a stout Dutchman with short 
legs and a very long pipe. 
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By this time tibey were in a ravenous condition. The 
tiffin, taken at Haarlem, had served only to give them an 
appetite, and this had been heightened by their exercise, 
and swift sail npon the canal. 

'* Come, mine host ! give us what you can ! " cried Peter 
rather pompously. 

"I can give you anything — everything," answered 
Mynheer KLeef, performing a difficult bow. 

" Well, give us sausage and pudding." 

" Ah, mynheer, the sausage is all gone. There is no 
pudding." 

" Salmagmidi, then, and plenty of it." 

" That is out also, young master." 

" Eggs, and be quick." 

" Winter eggs are very poor eating," answered the inn- 
keeper, puckering his lips, and lifting his eyebrows. 

"No eggs? well — Caviare." 

The Dutchman raised his fsAi hands. 

" Caviare ! That is made of gold ! Who has caviare 
to sell?" 

Peter had sometimes eaten it at home : he knew that it 
was made of the roes of the sturgeon, and certain other 
large fish, but he had no idea of its cost. 

" Well, mine host, what have you ? " 

" What have I ? Everything. I have ryebread, sour- 
krout, potato-salad, and the fattest herring in Leyden." 

"What do you say, boys? " asked the captain, "will 
that do ? " 
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"Yes," cried tlie famished youths, "if he'll only be 
quick." 

Mynheer moved off like one walking in his sleep, bnt 
soon opened his eyes wide at the miracnlous manner in 
which his herring was made to disappear. Kext came, 
or rather went, potato-salad, ryebread, and coffee — then 
Utrecht water flayonred with orange, and, finally, slices 
,of dry gingerbread. This last delicacy was not on 
the regular bill of fare; but Mynheer Kleef, driven 
to extremes, solemnly produced it from his own private 
stores, and gave only a placid stare when his voracious 
young travellers started up, declaring they had eaten 
enough. 

" I should think so ! " he exclaimed internally, but his 
smooth face gave no sign. 

Softly rubbing his hands, he asked : 

" Will your worships have beds ? " 

"Will your worships have beds?" mocked Carl — 
" what do you mean? Do we look sleepy ? " 

"Not at all, master; but I would cause them to be 
warmed and aired. None sleep under damp sheets at 
the Eed Lion." 

" Ah, I understand. Shall we come back here to sleep, 
captain ? " 

Peter was accustomed to finer lodgings; but this was 
a frolic. 

"Why not?" he replied, "we can fare excellently 
here." 
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"Your worship speaks only the truth," said mynheer 
with great deference. 

"How fine to be called 'your worship,'" laughed 
Ludwig aside to Lambert, while Peter replied, — 

"Well, mine host, you may get the rooms ready by 
nine." 

" I have one beautiful chamber, with three beds, that 
will hold all of your worships," said Mynheer Kleef 
coaxingly. 

" That wiU do." 

"Whew ! " whistled Carl -v^hen they reached the street. 

Ludwig started. " What now ? " 

" Nothing : only Mynheer Kleef of the Red Lion little 
thinks how we shall make things spin in that same room 
to-night. We'll set the bolsters flying ! " 

"Order!" cried the captain. "Now, boys, I must 
seek this great doctor Boekman before I sleep. If he 
is in Leyden it will be no great task to find him, for he 
always puts up at the Golden Eagle when he comes here. 
I wonder that you did not all go to bed at once — still, as 
you are awake, what say you to walking with Ben up by 
tihe Museum or the Stadhuis ? " 

"Agreed," said Ludwig and Lambert; but Jacob 
preferred to go with Peter. In vain Ben tried to per- 
suade him to remain at the inn and rest. He declared 
that he never felt " petter," and wished of all things to 
take a look at the city, for it was his first " stop mit 
Leyden." 
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^Oh, it Trill not harm him," said Lambert. "How 
long ihe day has been — and what glorious sport we 
have had. Jt hardly seems possible that we left Broek 
only this morning.** 

Jacob yawned. 

" I have enjoyed it well," he said, " but it seems to m© 
at least a week since we started. 

Carl laaghed, and muttered something about " twenty 
naps " 

" Here we are at the comer ; remember, we all meet at 
the Red Lion at eight," said the captain, as he and Jacob 
walked away. 



xxn. 

THE RED lilON BECOMES DAl^OEBOUS. 

The boys were glad to find a blazing fire awaiting them 
upon their return to the Red Lion. Carl and his 
party were there first. Soon afterwards Peter and Jacob 
came in. They had inquired in vain concerning Dr. 
Bookman. All they could ascertain was that he had 
been seen in Haarlem that morning. 

Peter had therefore left a note for him at the Golden 
Eagle, the inn where he lodged when in Leyden, and had 
extracted a promise fix)m the landlord to have it delivered 
immediately on his arrival. 
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THs accomplislied, Peter and Jacob returned' to the 
Red Lion. 

THs inn had once been a fine house, the home of "a 
rich burgher ; but, having grown old and' shabby, it had' 
passed through many hands, until finally it had fellen 
into the possession of Mynheer Kleef. He was fond of 
saying, as he looked up at its dingy, broken walls — 
"Mend it, and paint it, and there's not a prettier house 
in Ley den." It stood six stories high from the street. 
The first three were of equal breadth but of various 
heights, the last three were in the great high roof, and 
grew smaller and" smaller, like a set of double steps, until 
the top one was lost in a point. The roof was built of 
short, shining tiliss, and the windows, with their little 
panes, seemed to be scattered irregularly over the face of 
the building, without the slightest attention to outward 
effect. But the public room on the ground floor was the 
landlord's joy and pride. He never said " mend it^ and 
paint it " there, for everything was in the highest* con- 
dition of Dutch neatness and order. If you will but open 
your mind's eye, you may look into Ihe apartment. 

Lnagine a large, bare room, with a floor that seemed 
to be made of squares cut out of glazed earthen pie- 
dishes, first a yellow piece, then a red, until the whole 
looked like a vast- checker-board. Fancy a dbz^a high- 
backed wooden chairs standing around; then a great 
hollow chimney-place all a-glow with its blazing ^Qy 
reflected a hundred^ timss in the polished steel firedogs ; 



140 The Silver Skates. 

a idled lieartH, tiled sides, tiled top, with a Dutch sen- 
tenoe upon it; and over all, Hgli above one's head, a 
narrow mantel-shel^ filled with shining brass candle- 
sticks, pipe-lighters and tinder-boxes. Then see in one 
end of the room three pine tables ; in the other a closet 
and a deal dresser. The latter is filled with mugs, dishes, 
pipes, tankards, earthen and glass bottles, and is guarded 
at one end by a brass-hooped keg standing upon long 
legs. Everything dim with tobacco smoke, but otherwise 
clean as soap and sand can make it. Next picture two 
sleepy, shabby-looking men, in wooden shoes, seated near 
the glowing fireplace, hugging their knees and smoking 
short, stumpy pipes ; Mynheer Kleef walking softly and 
heavily about, clad in leather knee-breeches, felt shoes, 
and a green jacket wider than it is long — ^then throw a 
heap of skates in the comer, and put six tired, well- 
dressed boys, in various attitudes, upon the wooden 
chairs, and you will see the cofiee-room of the Eed 
Lion just as it appeared at nine o'clock on the evening 
of Dec. 6, 184-. For supper, gingerbread again ; slices 
of Dutch sausage; ryebread sprinkled with aniseed; 
pickles; a bottle of Utrecht water, and a pot of very 
mysterious coffee. The boys were ravenous enough to 
take all they could get, and pronounce it excellent. Ben 
made wry fisices, but Jacob declared he had never eaten a 
better meal. Afber they had laughed and talked awhile, 
and counted their money by way of settling a discussion 
^bat arose concerning their expenaea, the captain marched 
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Hs company off to bed, led on by a greasy pioneer-boy, 
wbo carried skates and a candlestick instead of an 
axe. 

One of the Ol-favonred men by the fire had shuffled 
towards the dresser, and was ordering a mug of beer, just 
as Lndwig, who brought up the rear, was stepping from 
the apartment. 

"I don't like that fellow's eye," he whispered to Carl, 
<< he looks like a pirate, or something of that kind." 

"Looks like a granny!" answered Carl in sleepy 
disdain. 

Ludwig laughed uneasily. 

" Granny or no granny," he whispered, " I tell you he 
looks just like one of those men in the *voetspoelen.' " 

" Pooh ! " sneered Carl, " I knew it. That picture was 
too much for you. Look sharp now, and see if yon fellow 
with the candle doesn't look like the other villain." 

" Ko, indeed, his face is as honest as a Oouda cheese. 
But, I say Carl, that really was a horrid picture." 

" Humph'! What did you stare at it so long for ? " 

"I couldn't help it." 

By this time the boys had reached the "beautiful 
room " with three beds in it. A dumpy little maiden with 
long ear-rings met them at the doorway, dropped them 
a courtesy^ and passed out. She carried a long-handled 
thing that resembled a frying-pan with a cover. 

" I am glad to see that," said Van Mounen to Ben. 

"What?" 
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"Why, the wanning-pan. It's .foil jof hot ashes, she's 
.been.heatmg onr beds." 

"Oh! a wanmng-pan, eh! Much obliged to her, 
.I'm anr^," said Ben, .too ^eegy to jmake any farther 
comment. 

Meantime,7LiLdwig still talked of the picture that had 
made such a strong impression upon him. He had seen 
it in a shop window during their walk. It was a poorly 
painted ihing, . representing two men .tied back to back, 
standing on shipboard, surrounded by a group of seamen, 
who were preparing' to cast them together into the sea. 
This mode of putting prisoners to death was called voeU 
spoelen, or feet- washing, and was practised by the Dutch 
upon the pirates oi Dunkirk in 1605 ; iuid again by the 
Spaniards upon the Dutch^ in .the horrible massacre that 
followed the siege of Haarlem. .Bad as the painting was, 
the expression upon the pirates' faces was well given. 
Sullen and despairing as they seemed, they wore such a 
cruel, malignant aspect, that Ludwig had felt ^a secret 
satisfaction in contemplating their hopeless condition. 
He might have forgotten the scene by this time but for 
that iU-looking man by the fire. Now, while he capered 
about, boy-like, and threw himself with an antic into his 
bed, he inwardly .hoped that the " voetspoelen " would not 
haunt his di'eams. 

It was a cold, cheerless room, a fire had been newly 
kindled in the burnished stove, and seemed to shiver even 
while it was trying to bum. The windows, with their 
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fiumj little panes, were bare and sldnj» and the cold, 
waxed floor looked like a sheet of yellofw icew Three 
msh-bottomed chairs stood stiffly against the wall, alter- 
nating with three narrow wooden bedsteads that made 
the room look like the deserted ward of a hospital. At 
any other time the boys wonld have fonnd it qnite im- 
possible to sleep in pairs, especially in siLch narrow 
quarters ; but to-night they lost all fear of being crowded, 
and longed only to lay their weary bodies upon the 
feather beds that lay lightly upon each. eot« Had the 
boys been in Germany instead of Holland, they might 
have been coyered also by a bed of down or feathers. 
This peculiar form of luxury was at i^t time adopted 
only by wealthy or eccentric Hollanders: 

Lndwig, as we haye seen^^ had not quite lost his 
Mskiness ; but the other boys, after one or two feeble 
attempts at piQow-finng, composed themselyea for the 
night with tiie greatest digniiy. STothing like fatigue 
for making boys behave themselvea. 

" Good night, boys ! " said Peter's voicse firouL under the 
covers. 

" Good night," called back evOTybody but Jacob, who 
already lay snoring beside the captain. 

"I say,*' shouted Carl, after & moment, ** don't sneeze, 
anybody. Ludwig's in a fright ! " 

"No such thing," retorted Ludwig in a smothered 
voice. Then there was a little whispered dispute, which 
was ended by Carl saying, — 
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"For my part, I don't know what fear is. But yon 
really are a timid fellow, Lndwig." 

Lndwig grunted sleepily, but made no fortlier reply. 



It was the middle of the night. The fire had shivered 
itself to death, and, in place of its gleams,' little squares 
of moonlight lay upon the floor, slowly, slowly shifting 
their way across the room. Something else was moving 
also, but they did not see it. Sleeping boys keep but 
a poor look-out. During the early hours of the night, 
Jacob Poot had been gradually but surely winding himself 
with all the bed-covers. He now lay like a monster 
chrysalis beside the half-frozen Peter, who accordingly 
was skating with all his might over the coldest, bleakest 
of dreamland icebergs. 

Something else, I say, besides the moonlight was 
moving across the bare polished floor — amoving not quite 
so slowly, but quite as stealthily. 

"Wake up, Ludwig ! The voetspoelen pirate is growing 
real! 

Ko. Ludwig does not waken, but he moans in his 
sleep. 

Does not Carl hear it — Carl the brave, the fearless ? 

"No, Carl is dreiming of the race. 

And Jacob ? Van Mounen ? Ben ? 

Not they. The/, too, are dreaming of the race ; and 
Kairlrka is singing through their dreams — laughing, 
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flitting past them ; now and then a wave from the great 
organ surges through their midst. 

Still the thing moves, slowly, slowly. 

Peter ! Captain Peter, there is danger ! 



Peter heard no call ; but, in his dream, he slid a few 
thousand feet from one iceberg to another, and the shock 
awoke him. 

Whew! How cold he was ! He gave a hopeless, 
desperate tug at the chrysalis. In vain ; sheet, blanket, 
and spread were firmly wound about Jacob's inanimate 
form. Peter looked drowsily towards the window. 

" Clear moonlight," he thought, " we shall have pleasant 
weather to-morrow. Hallo ! what's that ? " 

He saw the moving thing, or rather something black 
crouching upon the floor, for it had halted as Peter 
stirred. 

He watched in silence. 

Soon it moved again, nearer and nearer. It was a 
man crawling upon hands and feet ! 

The captain's first impulse was to call out ; but he took 
an instant to consider matters. 

The creeper had a shining knife in one hand. This 
was ugly ; but Peter was naturally self-possessed. When 
the head turned, Peter's eyes were closed as if in sleep ; 
but at other times nothing could be keener, sharper than 
the captain's gaze. 

L 
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Closer, closer crept the robber. His back was very 
near Peter now. The knife was laid soMy upon the 
floor; one careM arm reached forth stealthily to drag 
the clothes from the chair by the captain's bed — the 
robbery was commenced. 

Now was Peter's time ! Holding his breath, he sprang 
np and leaped with all his strength npon the robber's 
back, stunning the rascal with the force of the blow. To 
seize the knife was bnt a second's work. The robber 
began to struggle, bnt Peter sat hke a giant astride the 
prostrate form. 

" If you stir," said the brave boy in as terrible a voice 
as he could command, '* stir but one inch, I will plunge 
this knife into your neck. Boys ! boys ! wake up ! " he 
shouted, still pressing down the black head, and holding 
the knife at pricking distance ; " give us a hand ! I've 
got him ! I've got him ! " 

The chrysalis rolled over, but made no other sign. 

"Up, boys!" cried Peter, never budging; ^'Ludwig! 
Lambert ! Thunder ! Are you aU dead ? " 

Dead ! not they. Van Mounen and Ben were on their 
feet in an instant. 

" Hey ? What now ? " they shouted. 

" I've got a robber here," said Peter, coolly. (" Lie 
stiU, you scoundrel, or I'll slice your head off! "J "Now, 
boys, cut out your bedcord — ^plenty of time — he's a dead 
man if he stirs." 

Peter felt that he weighed a thousand pounds. So he 
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did, witli that knife in Lis Land. The man growled and 
swore, but dared not move. 

Ludwig was np by this time. He had a great jack- 
knife, the pride of his heart, in his breeches pooket^ It 
could do good service now. They bared the bedstead 
in a moment. It was laced backward and forward with 
a rope. 

" I'll cut it," cried Ludwig, sawing away at the knot ; 
"hold him tight, Pete!" 

" Never fear ! " answered the captain, giving <3ie robber 
a warning prick. 

The boys were soon pulling at the rope like good 
fellows. It was out at last — a long stout piece. 

"ITow, boys," commanded the captain, "lift up his 
rascally arms ! Cross his hands over his back ! That's 
right — e»5use me for being in ihe way — iaB them 
tight!" 

" Yes, and his feet too, the villam ! " cried ^b boys in 
great excitement, tying knot aiter knot with Herculean 
jerks. 

The prisoner changed his tone. 

" Oh — oh ! " he moaned, " spare a poor sick man — I 
was but walking in my sleep." 

"Ugh!" grunted Lambert, still tugging away at 
the rope; "asleep, were you? well, we'll wake you 
np." 

The man muttered fierce oaths between his teeth — 
then cried in a piteous voice, " Unbind me, good young 

L 2 
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masters! I have five little cbildreii at home. By Saint 
Bavon I swear to give yon each a ten-guilder piece if 
yon will bnt free me ! " 

"Ha! ha! '* laughed Peter. 

" Ha ! ha ! '* laughed the other boys. 

Then came threats — threats that made Ludwig fairly 
shudder, though he continued to bind and tie with re- 
doubled energy. 

" Hold up ! mynheer housebreaker,'* said Van Mounen 
in a warning voice. " That knife is very near your throat. 
If you make the captain nervous, there is no telling what 
may happen." 

The robber took the hint and fell into a sullen silence. 

Just at this moment the chrysalis upon the bed stirred 
and sat erect. 

" What's the matter ? " he asked, without opening his 
eyes. 

" Matter ! " echoed Ludwig, half- trembling, half- 
laughiQg ; " get up, Jacob. Here's work for you ! Come, 
sit on this fellow's back while we get into our clothes, 
we're half perished." 

« What fellow ? Donder ! " 

" Hurrah for Foot ! " cried all the boys, as Jacob, sliding 
quickly to the floor, bedclothes and all, took in the state 
of affairs at a glance, and sat heavily beside Peter on the 
robber's back. 

Oh, didn't the fellow groan, then ! 

" No nee in holding him down any longer, boys," said 
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Peter, rising, but bending as lie did so to draw a pistol 
from Ms man's belt. " Yon see I've been keeping guard 
over this pretty little weapon for the last ten minutes. 
It's cocked, and the least wriggle might have set it off. 
No danger now. I must dress myself. You and I, 
Lambert, will go for the police. I'd no idea it was 
so cold." 

" Where is Carl ? " asked one of the boys. 

They looked at one another. Carl certainly was not 
among them. 

*' Oh ! " cried Ludwig, frightened at last, " where is 
he? Perhaps he had a fight with the robber, and got 
killed." 

" Not a bit of it," said Peter, quietly, as he buttoned 
his stout jacket. " Look under the beds." 

Thfey did so. Carl was not there. 

Just then they heard a commotion on the stairway. 
Ben hastened to open the [ door. The landlord almost 
tumbled in ; he was armed with a big blunderbuss. Two 
or three lodgers followed; then the daughter with an 
upraised fiying-pan in one hand, and a candle in iSke 
other ; and, behind her, looking pale and frightened, the 
gallant Carl ! 

"There's your man, mine host," said Peter, nodding 
towards the prisoner. 

Mine host raised his blunderbuss, the girl screamed, and 
Jacob, more nimble than usual, rolled quickly from the 
robber's back. 
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** Don't fire," cried Peter, " he is tied, hand aad foot. 
Let*A roll him oyer, and Bee what he looks like.'' . 

Carl 0t^)ped briskly forward, wiiJi a hlnstering '' Yes. 
WVU. ioxn him over,, ia a waj ha won't like. Lucky 
weVe caught him ! " 

" Ha ! ha I " laughed Ludwig, ** where were yon, 
Master Carl?" 

" Where was I ? " retorted Carl, angrily ; " why, I went 
to give the alarm, to be snre ! " 

All the boys exchanged glances ; but they were too 
happy ajid elated to say anything ill-natnred. Carl 
certainly was bold enough now. He took the lead 
while three others aided him in turmng the helpless 
man. 

While the robber lay, face up, scowling and muttering, 
Ludwig took the candlestick from the girl's hand. 

t'^I must have a good look at the beauty," he said, 
drawing doBer, but the words were no sooner spoken than 
he turned pale .and started so violently that he almost 
dropped the candle. 

" Thb yoetspoelbn ! " he cried, " why, boys, it's the 
man who sat by the fire ! " 

" Of course it is," answered Peter, " we counted our 
money before him like simpletons. But what have we to 
do with voetspoelen, brother Ludwig ? A month in gaol is 
punishment enough." 

The landlord's daughter had left the room. She now 
ran in, holding up a pair of huge wooden shoes. '' See, 
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&,tber," she cried, " here are Yob greafc ugly booftg* It's 
the maa that we put in the nexi room afier the jonng 
mastera went to bed. Ah ! it waa wrong to send the 
poor yonng gentlemen up here so fasn out of sight and 
soundJ' 

'^Tha scoundrel!" hissed the landlord,, ^^he haa dis- 
graced mj house. I go for the police at once ! " 

In less than fifteen minutes two drowsy-looldi^ ofiB.cers 
were in the room. After telling Mynheer EZIeef that he 
must appear early in the morning with the boys and make 
his complaint before a magistrate, they marched off with 
their prisoner. 

One would think the captain and his band could have 
slept no more that night ; but the mooring has not yet 
been found that can prevent youth and an easy conscience 
from drifting down the river of dreams. The boys were 
too much &tigued to let so slight a. tiling as capturing a 
robber bind them to wakeAilness. They were soon in 
bed a^dn, floating away to strange scenes made of 
familiar things. Ludwig and Carl had spread their 
bedding upon the floor. One had already forgotten the 
Yoetspoelen, the race — everything; but Carl was wide 
awake. He heard the carrilons ringing out their solemn 
nightly music, and the watchman's noisy clapper putting 
in discord at the quarter-hours ; he saw the moonshine 
glide away from the window, and the red morning 
light come pouring in, and aU the while he kept 
thinking-^ 
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" Pooh ! wliat a goose I have made of myself I " 

Carl Schummel, alone, with none to look or to listen, 
was not quite so grand a fellow as Carl Schummel 
stmtting about in his boots. 

You may believe the landlord's daughter bestirred 
herself to prepare a good meal for the boys next morning. 
Mynheer had a Chinese gong that could make more noise 
than a dozen of breakfast bells. Its hideous reveille 
clanging ^through the house generally startled the drow- 
siest lodgers into activiiy, but the maiden would not 
allow it to be sounded this morning. 

"Let the brave young gentlemen sleep," she said to 
the kitchen-boy, "they shall be warmly fed when they 
waken." 

It was ten o'clock when Captain Peter and his band 
came straggling down one by one. 

" A pretty hour," said mine host, gruffly. " It is high 
time we were before the court. Fine business this for a 
respectable inn. You will testify truly, young masters, 
that you found most excellent fare and lodgment at the 
Red Lion?" 

"Of course we will," answered Carl, saucily, "and 
pleasant company, too, though they visit at rather 
unreasonable hours." 

A stare and a " humph ! " was all the answer Mynheer 
made to this, but the daughter was more communi- 
cative. Shaking her car-rings at Carl, she said 
sharply — 
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"Not so very pleasant either, master traveller, if one 
conld judge by the way you ran away from it ! " 

" Impertinent creature ! " hissed Carl under his breath, 
as he began busily to examine his skate-straps. Mean- 
time the Htchen-boy, listening outside at the crack of 
the door, doubled himself with silent laughter. 

After breakfast the boys went to the police court, 
accompanied by Huygens Kleef and his daughter. 
Mynheer's testimony was principally to the effect that 
such a thing as a robber at the Bed Lion had been 
unheard of until last night; and as for the Red Lion, 
it was a most respectable inn, as respectable as any 
house in Leyden. Each boy, in turn, told all he knew 
of the affair, and identified the prisoner in the box as 
the same man who entered their room in the dead of 
night. Ludwig was surprised to find that the robber 
was a man of ordinary size— especially after he had 
described him, under oath, to the court as a tremendous 
fellow, with great square shoulders, and legs of prodigious 
weight. Jacob swore that he was awakened by the 
robber kicking and thrashing upon the floor ; and, imme- 
diately afterwards, Peter and the rest (feeling sorry that 
they had not explained the matter to their sleepy com- 
rade) testified that the man had not moved a muscle 
from the moment the point of the .dagger touched his 
throat, until, bound from head to feet, he was rolled 
over for inspection. 

Finally, after a little questioning and cross-questioning 
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from the public prosecutor, the witnesses were dismissed, 
and the robber was handed over to the consideration of 
the criminal court. 

" The acoundrel ! " said Carl, savagely, when the boys 
foacbed the street. " He ought to be sent to gaol at once. 
If I had been in your place, Peter, I certainly should 
have killed him outright ! " 

"He was fortunate, then^ in falling into gentler 
hands," was Peter's quiet reply; "it appears he has 
been arrested before under a charge of housebreaking. 
He did not succeed in robbing this time, but he 
broke the door-&stenings, and that I believe makes 
a burglary in the eye of the law. He was armed 
with a knife, too^ and that makes, it worse for him, 
poor fellow ! " 

" Poor fellow ! " mimicked Carl, " one would think he 
was your brother ! " 

" So he is my brother, and yours too, Carl Schummel, 
for that matter," answered Peter, looking into Carl's 
«ye. "We camiot say what we might have become 
under other circumstances. We have been bolstered up 
from evil since the hour we were bom. A happy home 
and good parents might have made that man a fine 
fellow instead of what he is. God grant that the law 
may cure and not crush him ! " 

" Amen to that ! " said Lambert, heartily, while 
Ludwig van Holp looked at his brother in such 
a hnghif proud way that Jacob Poot, who was an 
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only son, wished from his heart that the little form 
buried in the old church at home had lived to grow up 
beside him. 



xxni, 

THE BELEAGUEBED CITIES. 



" This open square before us," said Lambert, as he and 
Ben walked on together, '^is pretty in summer, with its 
shady trees. They call it the E.uine. Years ago it was 
covered with houses, and the Eapenburg canal, here, 
ran through the street. One day a barge, loaded with 
forty thousand pounds of gunpowder, bound for Delft, 
was lying alongside, and the bargemen began to cook 
their dinner on the deck ; and before any one knew it, the 
whole thing blew up, killing numbera of persons and 
scattering about three hundred houses to the winds." 

"What!" exclaimed Ben, "did the explosion destroy 
three hundred houses ! " 

"Yes, my Either was in Leyden at the time. He 
says it was terrible. The explosion occurred just at 
noon, and was like a volcano. All this part of the town 
was on fire in an instant, buildings tumblmg down, and 
men, women and children groaning under the ruins — 
the king himself came to the city and acted nobly, 
my father says, staying out in the streets all nighty en.- 
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conraging tlie snrvivors in their efforts to arrest the fire, 
and to rescue as many as possible from nnder the heaps 
of stone and rubbish. Through his means a collection 
for the benefit of the sufferers was raised throughout the 
kingdom, besides a hundred thousand guilders paid out 
of the treasury. My father was only nineteen years old 
then; it was in 1807 I believe, but he remembers it 
perfectly. 

"You have heard of the siege of Ley den," said Lam- 
bert. 

" Oh, yes," said Ben, eagerly, " I had forgotten all 
about it. This was the very place. Let's give old Yan 
der "Werf three cheers. Hur " 

Van Mounen uttered a hasty " hush ! " and explained 
that, patriotic as the Dutch were, the police would soon 
have something to say if a party of boys cheered in the 
street at midday. 

"What! not cheer Van der Werf?" cried Ben, in- 
dignantly. " One of the greatest chaps in history ? Only 
think! Didn't he hold out against those murderous 
Spaniards for months and months I There was the town, 
surrounded on all sides by the enemy ; great black forts 
sending fire and death into the very heart of the city — 
but no surrender! Every man a hero — women, and 
children, too, brave and fierce as lions — provisions giving 
out, the very grass from between the paving stones gone 
— till people were glad to eat horses and cats and dogs 
and T&ta, Then came the plague — ^hundreds dying in 
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the streets — but no surrender! Then when they could 
bear no more — when the people, brave as they were, 
crowded abont Van der Werf in the public square begging 
him to give up; what did the noble old burgomaster 
say : * I have sworn to defend this ciiy, and, with 
God's help, I mean to do it ! If my body can satisfy 
your hunger, take it, and divide it among you — but 
expect no surrender so long as I am alive.' Hurrah! 
hur " 

Ben was getting uproarious ; Lambert playfoUy clapped 
his hand over his friend's mouth. 

Ben laughed good-naturedly. 

"Yan Mounen! they say the very carrier-pigeons that 
brought news of relief to the besieged city are some- 
where here in Leyden. I really should like to see them. 
Just think of it ! At the very height of the trouble if 
the wind didn't turn, and blow in the waters, and drown 
hundreds of the Spaniards, and enable the Dutch boats to 
sail in right over the land with men and provisions to the 
very gates of the city. The pigeons, you know, did great 
service, in bearing letters to and fro. I have read some- 
where that they were reverently cared for from that day, 
and, when they died, they were stuffed, and placed for safe 
keeping in the town-hall. "We must be sure to have a 
look at them." 

Van Mounen laughed. ** On that principle, Ben, I 
suppose when you go to B>ome you'll expecb to see the 
identical goose who saved the Capitol. "Sro^ '-^ ^^^\iRv 
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easy enougli to see the pigeons. They are in the same 
building with Van der Werf s portrait. Which was the 
greatest defence, Ben, the siege of Leyden or the siege of 
Haarlem P^' 

"Well," TepHed Ben, thonghtftilfy ; ''Van der Werf 
is one of my heroes; we all have our historical pets, 
yon know, but I really think the siege of Haarlem 
brought out a braver, more heroic resistance even, than 
the Leyden one ^ besides, they set the Leyden sufferers 
an example of courage and fortitude, for their turn came 
first." 

" I don't know much about the Haarlem siege," said 
Lambert, ** except that it was in 1578. Who beat ? ^ 

" The Spaniards,'' said Ben. "The Dutch had stood 
out for months. ITot a man would yield, nor a woman 
either for that matter. They shouldered arms and fought 
gallantly beside their husbands and fathers. Three hun- 
dred of them did duty under Kanau Hesselaer, a great 
woman, and brave as Joan of Arc. All this time the city 
was surrounded by the Spaniards under Frederic of 
Toledo, son of that beauiy, the Duke of Alva. Cut off 
from all possible help from without, there seemed to be no 
hope for the inhabitants, but they shouted defiance over 
the ciiy walls. They even threw bread into the enemy's 
camps to show that they were not afraid of starvation. 
Up to the last they held out bravely, waiting for the help 
that never could come — growing bolder and bolder until 
their proyiBiojia were exhausted* Then it was terrible. 
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In time hxmdreds of famished creatures fell dead in the 
streets, and the living had scarcely strength to btiTy them. 
At last, they made the desperate resolution, that rather 
than perish by lingering torture, the strongest wonld form 
in a square, placing ttie weakest in the centre, and rush in 
a body to their death, with the faint chance of being able 
to fight their way through the enemy. The Spaniards 
received a hint of this, and believing there was nothing 
the Dutch wonld not dare to do, they offered terms.** 

" High time I should think." 

" Yes, with falsehood and treachery they soon obtained 
an entrance into the city, promising protection and foiv 
giveness to aU except those whom the citizens themselves 
wotdd acknowledge as deserving of death." 

"You don't say so!" said Lambert, quite interested, 
" that ended the business I suppose." 

" Not a bit of it," returned Ben, " for the Duke of 
Alva had already given his son orders to show mercy 
to none." 

*'Ah! there was where the great Haarlem massacre 
came in. I remember now. You can*t wonder that the 
Hollanders dislike Spain, when you read of the way they 
were butchered by Alva and his hosts, though I admit 
that our side sometimes retaliated terribly." 

The boys met at the Museum, and were soon engaged 
in examining its extensive collection of curiosities, r^ 
ceiving a new insight into Egyptian life ancient and 
modem. This done, and BoerVi^jaN^'^ Tsi<3Gsas^^^> ^^^^ 
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Peter's Clitircli, the celebrated University, and other in- 
teresting places, visited, they returned to their inn to 
tiffin. 

After tiffin, they rested awhile, and then took another 
meal, which, for form's sake, they called dinner. After 
dinner the boys sat warming themselves at the inn ; all 
bnt Peter, who occupied the time in another firuitless 
search for Dr. Bookman. 

This over, the party once more prepared for skating. 
They were thirteen miles from the Hague, and not so 
fresh as when they had left Broek early on the previous 
day ; but they were in good spirits and the ice was ex- 
cellent. 



XXIV. 

THE WOOD AND THE PALACE. 

As the boys skated onward, they saw a number of 
fine countzy seats, all decorated and surrounded accord- 
ing to the Dutchest of Dutch taste, but impressive to 
look upon, with their great formal houses, elaborate 
gardens, square hedges, and wide ditches — some crossed 
by a bridge, having a gate in the middle, to be carefully 
locked at night. These ditches, everywhere traversing 
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the landscape, had long ago lost their summer film, and 
now shone under the sunlight, like trailing ribbons of 
glass. 

The boys travelled bravely, all the while performing 
the surprising feat of producing gingerbread from their 
pockets and causing it to vanish instantly. 

Twelve miles were passed. A few more long strokes 
would take them to the Hague, when Van Mounen pro- 
posed that they should vary their course by walking into 
the city through The Bosch. 

" Agreed ! " cried one and aH — and their skates were 
ofi* in a twinkling. 

The Bosch is a grand park or wood, nearly two miles 
long, containing the celebrated House in the Wood — 
Suis inH Bosch — sometimes used as a royal residence. 

Even on that winter day it was beautiful. Its trees 
were bare, but beneath them still lay the ponds, every 
ripple smoothed into glass. The hlxHt sky was bright 
overhead, and as it looked down through the thicket of 
boughs, it saw another blue sky, not nearly so bright, 
looking up from the dim thicket under the ice. 

Never had the sunset appeared more charming to Peter 
than when he saw it exchanging farewell glances with the 
windows and shining roofs of the city before him. Never 
had the Hague itself seemed more inviting. He was no 
longer Peter van Holp, going to visit a great city, nor 
a fine young gentleman bent on sight- seeing ; he was a 
knight, an adventurer, travel-soiled and wear^^ «» Hssp^^-^ - 
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my-Thumb grown large, a Fortnnatus approaching the 
enchanted castle where luxury and ease awaited him — for 
his own sister's honse was not half a mile away. 

" At last, boys,'* he cried, in high glee, " we may hope 
for a royal resting-place — good beds, warm rooms, and 
something fit to eat. I never realized before what a luxnry 
such things are. Our lodgings at the Red Lion have given 
US an insight into our own homes." 

WeU might Peter feel that his sister's house was like ai;i 
enchanted castle. Large and elegant as it was, a spell of 
quiet hung over it. The very lion crouching at its gate 
seemed to have been turned into stone through magic. 
Within, it was guarded by Genii, in the shape of red- faced 
servants, who sprang silently forth at the summons of 
bell or knocker. There was a cat, also, who appeared as 
knowing as any Puss-in-Boots ; and a brass gnome in 
the hall whose business it was to stand with outstretched 
arms ready to. reeeive sticks and umbrellas. Safe within 
the walls bloomed a Garden of Delight, where the flowers 
firmly believed it was summer, and a sparkling fountain 
was laughing merrily to itself because Jack Frost could 
not find it. There was a Sleeping Beauty, too, just at the 
time of the boys' arrival; but when Peter, like a true 
prince, flew lightly up the stairs, and kissed her eyelids, 
the enchantment was broken. The princess became his 
own good sister, and the fairy castle just one of the finest, 
most comfortable houses of the Hague. 

As may well be believed, the boys received the heartiest 
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of welcomes. After they liad conversed awhile with their 
lively hostess, one of the genii summoned them to a grand 
repast in a red-cnrtained room, where floor and ceiling 
shone like polished ivory, and the mirrors suddenly 
blossomed into rosy- cheeked boys as far as the eye conld 
reach. 

They had caviare now, and salmagundi, and sausage and 
cheese, besides salad and fruit and biscuit and cake. How 
the boys could partake of such a medley was a mystery 
to Ben ; for the salad was sour, and the cake was sweet ; 
the fruit was dainty, and the salmagundi heavy with 
onions and fish. But, while he was wondering, he made 
a hearty meal, and was soon absorbed in deciding which 
he really preferred, the coffee or the anisette cordial. It 
was deHghtfiil, too— this taking one's food from dishes 
of frosted silver, and liqueur glasses from which Titania 
herself might have sipped. The young gentleman 
afterwards wrote to his mother that pretty and choice 
as things were at home, he had never known what 
cut glass, china, and silver services were, until he visited 
the Hague. 

Of course Peter's sister soon heard of all the boys* 
adventures. How they had skated over forty miles and 
seen rare sights on the way; how they had lost their purse 
and found it again. How one of the party had fallen and 
given them an excuse for a grand sail in an ice-boat ; how, 
above all, they had caught a robber, and so for a second 
time saved their slippery purse. 

M 2 
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" And now, Peter," said the lady, when the story was 
finished, " you must write at once to tell the good people 
of Broek that your adventures have reached their height, 
that you and your fellow-travellers have all been taken 
prisoners." 

The boys looked startled. 

" Indeed, I shall do no such thing," laughed Peter ; 
" we must leave to-morrow at noon." 

But the sister had already decided differently, and a 
Holland lady is not to be easily turned from her purpose. 
In short, she held forth such strong temptations, and was 
80 bright and cheerful, and said so many coaxing and un- 
answerable things, both in English and Dutch, that the 
boys were all delighted when it was settled that they 
should remain at the Hague for at least two days. 

Next the grand skating-race was talked over. Mevrouw 
van Gend gladly promised to be present on the occasion — 
"I shall witness your triumph, Peter," she said, "for you 
are the fastest skater I ever knew." 

Peter blushed and gave a slight cough, as Carl answered 
for him. 

"Ah, mevrouw, he is swift, but all the Broek boys 
are fine skaters — even the rag-pickers," — and he thought 
bitterly of poor Hans. 

The lady laughed. " That will make the race all the 
more exciting," she said — " but I shall wish each of you 
to be the winner." 
At this moment her huBband Mynheer van Gend came 
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in, and the enchantment falling upon the boys was 
complete. 

The invisible fairies of the household at once clustered 
about them, whispering that Jasper van Grend had a heart 
as young and fresh as their own, and if he loved anything 
in this world, more than industry, it was sunshine and 
frolic. They hinted also something about his having a 
heart full of love and a head frill of wisdom, and finally 
gave the boys to understand that when Mynheer said a 
thing he meant it. 

Therefore his frank "well, now, this is pleasant," as 
he shook hands with them all, made tho boys feel quite 
at home and as happy as squirrels. 

There were fine paintings in the drawing rooms, and 
exquisite statuary, and portfolios filled with rare Dutch 
engravings; besides many beautiful and curious things 
from China and Japan. The boys felt that it would 
require a month to examine all the treasures of the 
apartment. 

Ben noticed with pleasure English books lying upon 
the table. He saw also, over the carved upright piano, 
life-sized portraits of William of Orange and his English 
queen, a sight that, for a time, brought England and 
Holland side by side in his heart. William and Mary 
have left a halo round the English throne to this day; 
he the truest patriot that ever served an adopted country, 
she the noblest wife that ever sat upon a British throne, 
up to the time of Victoria and Albe^i t\\fe Qr<5»<5»^. ^^ 
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Ben looked at the pictnres, lie remembered accomits he 
had read of King William's visit to the Hague in the 
winter of 1691. He who sang the battle of Ivry had 
not yet told the glowing story of that day, bnt Ben 
knew enongh of it to fEuicy tiiat he conld almost hear 
the shonts of the delighted popnlace as he looked from 
the^portraits to the street, which at this moment was 
aglow with a bonfire, kindled in a neighbouring square. 

That royal visit was one never to be forgotten. For 
two years William of Orange had been monarch of a 
foreign land, his head working faithftilly for England, 
but his whole heart yearning for Holland. Now, when 
he sought its shores once more, the entire nation bade 
him welcome. Multitudes flocked to the Hague to meet 
him — " many thousands came sliding or skating along 
the frozen canals from Amsterdam, Rotterdam, Leyden, 
Haarlem, Delft."* All day long the festivities of the 
capital were kept up, the streets were gorgeous with 
banners, evergreen arches, trophies, and mottoes of 
welcome and emblems of industry. William saw the 
deeds of his ancestors, and scenes of his own past life, 
depicted on banners and tapestries along the streets. 
At night, superb fireworks were displayed upon the ice. 
Its glassy surface was like a mirror. Sparkling fountains 
of light sprang up from below to meet the glittering 
cascades leaping upon it. Then a feathery fire of crimson 
and green shook millions of rubies and emeralds into 
* Maoauley^s History of England. 
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tlie rtidd J depths of -the ice — and all this time the people 
were shouting, " Gk)d bless William of Orange — ^long live 
the Ring ! " TThey were half mad with joy and enthusiasm. 
William, their own prince, their stadtholder, had become 
the ruler of three kingdoms ; he had been victorious in 
council and in war, and now, in his hour of greatest 
triumph, had come as a simple guest to visit them. The 
king heard their shouts with a beating heart. It is a 
great thing to be beloved by one's country. His English 
courtiers complimented him upon his reception. " Yes," 
said he, - " but the shouting is nothing to what it would 
have been if Mary had been with me ! " 

While Ben was looking at the portraits, Mynheer van 
Gend was giving the boys an account of a recent visit 
to Antwerp. As it was the birth-place of Quentin 
Matsys, the blacksmith, who for love of an artist's 
daughter studied until he became a great painter, the 
boys asked their host if he had seen any of Matsys' 
works. 

*' Yes, indeed," he replied, " and excellent they are. 
One of his pictures at Antwerp, the Descent from the 
Cross, is very fine ; but I confess I was more interested 
in his well." 

" What well, mynheer?" asked Ludwig. 

" One in the heart of the city, near the Antwerp 
Cathedral, whose lofty steeple is of such delicate work- 
manship, that the French Emperor said it reminded 
him of Mechlin lace. This well is covered with a gothic 
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canopy surmounted by the figure of a knight in ftill 
armour. It is all of metal, and proves that Matsys was 
an artist at the forge as well as at the eflsel ; | indeed 
his great fame is mainly derived from, his miraculous 
skill as an artificer in iron." 

ISText, mynheer showed the boys some exquisite Berlin 
castings, which he had purchased in Antwerp. They 
were iron jewelry , and very delicate — ^beautiful medallions 
designed from rare paintings, bordered with fine tracery 
and open work — worthy, he said, of being worn by the 
fairest lady of the land. Consequently the necklace was 
handed with a bow and a smile to the blushing Mevrouw 
van Gend. 

Something in the lady's aspect, as she bent her bright 
young face over the gift, caused mynheer to add earnestly, 
— " I can read your thoughts, sweetheart.'* 

She looked up in playful defiance. 

" Ah ! now I am sure of them. You were thinking 
of those noble-hearted women, but for whom Prussia 
might have fallen. I know it by that proud light in 
your eye." 

" The proud light in my eye plays me false, then," 
she answered. " I had no such grand matter in my 
mind. To confess the simple truth, I was only thinking 
how lovely this necklace would be with my blue brocade." 

" So ! so ! " exclaimed the rather crest-fallen spouse. 

"But I can think of the other, Jasper, and it will 
add a deeper value to your gift. You remember the 
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incident, do you not, Peter? How, when the French 
were invading Prussia, and for lack of means the 
country was unable to defend itself against the enemy, 
the women turned the scale by pouring their plate and 
jewels into the public treasury " 

"Aha!" thought mynheer, as he met his vrouw's 
kindHng glance. " The proud light is there, now, in 
earnest." 

Peter remarked maliciously that the women had still 
proved true to their vanity on that occasion, for jewelry 
they would have. If gold or silver were wanted by the 
kingdom, they would relinquish it and use iron, but they 
could not do without their ornaments. 

" What of that ? " said the vrouw, kindling again. " It 
is no sin to love beautiful things, if you adapt your 
material to circumstances. AU I have to say is, the 
women saved their country, and, indirectly, introduced 
a very important branch of manufacture. Is not that 
so, Jasper?" 

" Of course it is, sweetheart," said mynheer, "but Peter 
needs no word of mine to convince him that aU the world 
over women have never been found wanting in their 
country's hour of trial, though (bowing to Mevrouw) 
his own countrywomen stand foremost in the records of 
female patriotism and devotion." 

Then, turning to Ben, the host talked with him in 
English of the fine old Belgian city. Among other 
things, he told the origin of its name. Ben had been 
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taught that Antwerp was derived from ae'nt werf (on 
the wharf), but Mynheer van Gend gave him a for more 
interesting derivation. 

It appears that abont three thousand years ago, a great 
giant, named Antigonus, lived on the river Scheld, on the 
site of the present city of Antwerp. This giant claimed 
half the merchandize of all navigators who passed his 
castle. Of course some were inclined to oppose this 
simple regulation. In such cases, Antigonus, by way of 
teaching them to practise better manners next time, cut 
off and threw into the river the right hands of the mer- 
chants. Thus hand-werpen (or hand-throwing), changed 
to Antwerp, came to be the name of the place. The 
escutcheon or arms of the city has two hands upon it ; 
what better proof than this could one have of the truth 
of the story, especially when one wishes to believe it ! 

The giant was finally conquered and thrown into the 
Scheld by a hero called Brabo, who in turn gave a name 
to the district known as Brabant. Since then the Dutch 
merchants have travelled the river in peace ; but I, for 
one, thank old Antigonus for giving the city so romantic 
an origin. 

When Mynheer van Gend had related in two languages 
this story of Antwerp, he was tempted to tell other 
legends — some in English, some in Dutch; and so the 
moments, borne upon the swift shoulders of gnomes and 
giants, glided rapidly away towards bedtime. 

It was hard to break up so pleasant a party, but the 
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Yan Gend household moved with the regularity of clock- 
work. There was no lingering at the threshold when 
the cordial " good night ! " was spoken. Even while our 
boys were mounting the stairs, the invisible household 
fairies again clustered around them, whispering that 
system and regularity had been chief builders of the 
master's prosperity. 

BeautiM chambers with three beds in them were not 
to be found in this mansion. Some of the rooms con- 
tained two, but each visitor slept alone. Before morning, 
the motto of the party evidently was, " every boy his own 
chrysalis" — and Peter, at least, was not sonytohave it so. 

Tired as he was, Ben, afber noting a curious bell-rope 
in the comer, began to examine his bed clothes. Each 
article filled him with astonishment — the exquisitely fine 
pillow covers, trimmed with costly lace and embroidered 
with a gorgeous crest and initial, the dehbed cover (a great 
silk bag, large as the bed, stuffed with swan's down), and 
the pink satin sheets, embroidered with garlands of 
flowers. He could scarcely sleep for thinking what a 
queer little bed it was, so comfortable and pretty, too, 
with all its queemess. In the morning he examined the 
top coverlet with care, for he wished to send home a 
description of it in his next letter. It was a Japanese 
quilt, marvellous in texture as well as in its variety of 
brilliant colouring, and worth, as Ben afterward learned, 
not less than three himdred dollars. 

The floor was of polished wooden mosaic^ "CLe»x\^ ^^-^^t^^ 
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with a rich carpet bordered with thick black fringe. 
Another room displayed a margin of satin-wood around 
the carpet. Hung with tapestry, its walls of crimson 
silk were topped with a gilded cornice which shot down 
gleams of light far into the polished floor. 

Over the door-way of the room in which Jacob and 
Ben slept was a bronze stork, who, with outstretched 
neck, held a lamp to light the guests into the apartment. 
Between the two narrow beds, of carved white-wood and 
ebony, stood the household treasure of the Van Gends, 
a massive oaken chair upon which the Prince of Orange 
had once sat during a council meetings Opposite, stood 
a quaintly carved clothes-press, waxed and polished to the 
utmost, and filled with precious stores of linen ; beside it 
a table holding a large Bible, whose great golden clasps 
looked poor compared with its soHd ribbed binding, made 
to outlast six generations. 

There was a ship model on the mantle-shelf, and over 
it hung an old portrait of Peter the Great, who, you 
know, once gave the dock-yard cats of Holland a fine 
chance to look at a king, which is one of the special pre- 
rogatives of cats. Peter, though czar of Russia, was not 
too proud to work as a common shipwright in the dock- 
yards of Saardam and Amsterdam, that he might be able 
to introduce among his countrymen Dutch improvements 
in ship-building. It was this willingness to be thorough 
in even the smallest beginnings that earned for him the 
title of Peter the Great, 
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Peter the little (comparatively speaking) was up first 
the next morning ; knowing the punctual habits of his 
brother-in-law, he took good care that none of the boys 
should oversleep themselves. A hard task he found it 
to wake Jacob Poot ; but after pulling that young gentle- 
man out of bed, and, with Ben's help, dragging hinj 
about the room for awhile, he succeeded in arousing him. 

While Jacob was dressing and moaning within him, 

because the felt slippers, provided him as a guest, were 

too tight for his swollen feet, Peter wrote to inform their 

friends at Broek of the safe arrival of his party at the 

Hagu^. He also begged his mother to send word to 

Hans Brinker that Dr. Bookman had not yet reached 

Leyden, but that a letter containing Hans' message had 

been left at the Hotel, where the doctor always lodged 

during his visits to the city. "Tell him, also," wrote 

Peter, " that I shall call there again, as I pass through 

Leyden. The poor boy seemed to feel sure that *the 

meester ' would hasten to save his father, but we, who 

know the gruff old gentleman better, may be confident 

he will do no such thing. It would be a kindness to 

send a visiting physician from Amsterdam to the cottage 

at once, if Jufvrouw* Brinker will consent to receive any 

but the great king of the meesters, as Dr. Boekman 

certainly is." 

* In Holland, women of the lower grades of society do not take the 
title of Mrs. (or Mevrouw) when they marry, as with us. They assume 
their husband's name, but are still called Miss (Jufyrouw, pronounced 
Yuffrow). 
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XXY. 

THROUGH THE HAGUE. 

The picture gallery, in the Maurits Huis,* one of the 
j&nest in the world, seemed only to have flashed by ilie 
boys during a two hours' visit, so mnch was there to 
admire and examine* 

Boom after room is filled with collections from the 
Hermit Empire — costumes peculiar to various ^ranks • 
and pnrsxiits, articles of ornament, household utensils, 
weapons, armour, and surgical instruments. There is also 
an ingenious Japanese model of the Island of Desina, the 
Dutch factory in Japan. It appears almost as the island 
itself would if seen through a reversed opera-glass, and 
makes one feel like a Gulliver coming unexpectedly 
upon a Japanese Lilleput. There you see hundreds of 
people in native costumes, standings kneeling, stooping, 
reaching — all at work, or pretending to be — and their 
dwellings, even their very furniture, spread out before 
you, plain as day. In another room a huge tortoise- 
shell baby-house, fitted up in Dutch style and inhabited 
by dignified Dutch dolls, stands ready to tell you at a 
glance how people live in Holland. 

There were Chinese and other oriental curiosities in the 

* A building erected by Prince Maurice of Naesan. 
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collection. Native historical relics, too, upon which gup 
young Dntohmen gazed very soberiy, though they were 
secretly proud to show them to Ben. 

There was a model of the cabin at Saardam in which 
Peter the Great lived during his short career as a ship- 
builder. Also, wallets and bowls — once carried by the 
"Beggar" Confederates who, uniting under the Prince of 
Orange, had freed Holland from the tyranny of Spain ; 
the sword of Admiral Yan Speyk, who about ten. years 
before had perished in voluntarily blowing up his own 
ship ; and Yan Tromp's armour with the marks of bullets 
upon it. Jacob looked around, hoping to see the broom 
which the plucky admiral fastened to his masthead — ^but 
it was not there. The waistcoat which WiUiam the 
Third* of England wore during the last days of his 
life, possessed great interest for Ben ; and one and aU 
gazed with a mixture of reverence and horror- worship at 
the identical clothing worn by William the Silent* when 
he was murdered at Delft by Balthazar Cteraerts. A 
tawny leather doublet and plain surcoat of grey cloth, a 
soft felt hat, and a high neck-ruff from which hung one 
of the "Beggars' " medals — ^thesewere not in themselves 
very princely objects, though the doublet had a tragic 
interest, from its dark stains and bullet holes. Ben could 
readily believe, as he looked upon the garments, that the 

* William, Prince of Oiange, who became King of England, -waa a 
great grandson of William the Silent, Prince of Orange, who was 
murdered by Geraerts (or Gerard), July 10th, 1684. 
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Silent Prince, true to his greatness of character, had been 
exceedingly simple in his attire. His aristocratic pre- 
judices were, however, decidedly shocked when Lambert 
told him of the way in which William's bride first entered 
the Hague. 

" The beautiful Louisa de Coligny, whose father and 
former husband both had fallen at the Massacre of St. 
Bartholomew, was coming to be fourth wife to the Prince, 
and of course," said Lambert, " we Hollanders were too 
gallant to allow the lady to enter the town on foot. N"o, 
indeed, we sent (or rather my ancestors did) a clean 
open post-waggon to meet her, with a plank across it for 
her to sit upon ! " 

"Very gallant, indeed ! " exclaimed Ben, with almost a 
sneer in his polite laugh — " and she the daughter of an 
Admiral of France ! " 

" Was she ? Upon my word I had nearly forgotten 
that. But, you see, Holland had very plain ways in the 
good old time ; in fact we are a very simple frugal people 
to this day. The Van Gend establishment is a decided 
exception, you know." 

" A very agreeable exception, I think," said Ben. 

While tramping on foot through the city, Ben often 
longed for a good English sidewalk. Here, as in the 
other towns, there was no curb, no raised pavement for 
foot travellers — but the streets were clean and even, and 
all vehicles were kept scrupulously within a certain tract. 
Strange to say, there were nearly as many sleds as 
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waggons to be seen, though there was not a particle 
of snow. The sleds went scraping over the bricks or 
cobble-stones ; some provided with an apparatus in front 
for sprinkling water, to diminish the friction, and some 
rendered less musical by means of a dripping oil rag, 
which the driver occasionally applied to the runners. 

Ben was surprised at the noiseless way in which Dutch 
labourers do their work. Even around the warehouses 
and docks there was no bustle, no shouting from one to 
another. A certain twitch of the pipe, or turn of the 
head, or at most a raising of the hand, seemed to be all 
the signal necessary. Entire loads of cheeses or herrings 
are pitched from cart or canal-boat into the warehouses 
without a word ; but the passer-by must take his chance 
of being pelted, for a Dutchman seldom looks before or 
behind him while engaged at work. 

Poor Jacob Poot, who seemed destined to bear all the 
mishaps of the journey, was knocked nearly breathless by 
a great cheese, which a fat Dutchman was throwing to a 
fellow-labourer ; but he recovered himself, and passed on 
without evincing the least indignation. 

Ben professed great sympathy on the occasion, but 
Jacob insisted that it was "netting." 

"Then why did you screw your face so when it hit 
you?" 

" What for screw mine face ? " repeated Jacob, soberly ; 
" vy, it vash de — de " 

" The what ? " insisted Ben, maliciously. 
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" Vy, de — de — ^vat you call dis, vat you taste mit de 
now?" 

Ben laughed. 

" Oh, you mean the smell." 

"Yesh. Dat ish it," said Jacob, eagerly — "it wash 
de shmell. I draw mine face for dat ! " 

"Ha! ha!" roared Ben, "that's a good one. A 
Dutch boy smell a cheese! You can never make mJe 
beUeve^Aa^/" 

"Veil, it ish no matter," replied Jacob, trudging on 
betide Ben in perfect good humour — "vait till you hit 
mit cheese— dat ish all." 

Soon he added pathetically — " Penchamin, I no likes 
be call Tutch— dat ish no goot. I bees a Hollander." 

Just as Ben was apologizing, Lambert hailed him. 

"Hold fast! Ben. Here is the fish market. There 
is not much to be seen at this season; but we can 
take a look at the storks if you wish." 

Ben knew that storks were held in peculiar reverence 
in Holland, and that the bird figured upon the arms of 
the capital. He had noticed cart-wheels placed upon 
the roofs of Dutch cottages to entice storks to settle 
upon them ; he had seen their huge nests, too, on many 
a tliatched gable roof from Broek to the Hague. But 
it was winter now. The nests were empty. No greedy 
birdliugs opened their mouths — or rather their heads — 
at tlio approach of a great white winged thing, with 
outstretched neck and legs, bearing a dangling something 
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for their breakfajst. The long bills were for away, picking 
np food on A&ican shores ; and before they wonld return 
in the spring, Ben's visit to the land of dykes wonld 
be over. 

Therefore he pressed eagerly forward, as Van Monnen 
led the way' throngh the fish market, anxious to see if 
storks in Holland were anything like the- melancholy 
specimens he had seen in the Zoological Gkurdons of 
London. 

It was the same old story. A tamed bird is a sad 
bird, say what yon will. These storks lived in a sort 
of kennel, chained by the feet like felons, though 
supposed to be honoured by being kept at the public 
expense. In summer they were allowed to walk about 
the market, where the fish stalls- were like so many free 
dining-saloons to them. Untasted delicacies, in the form 
of raw fish and butcher's offals, lay about their kennels 
now ; but the ciiy guests preferred to stand upon one leg, 
curving back their long neck and leaning their head 
sidewise, in a blinking reverie. How gladly they would 
have changed their petted state for the busy life of some 
hard-working stork mother, or father, bringing up a 
troublesome family on the roof of a rickety old building, 
where flapping windmills frightened them half to death 
every time they ventured forth on a frolic. 

Ben soon made up his mind, and rightly, too, that 
the Hague, with its fine streets and public parks, shaded 
with ehns, was a magnificent city. The prevailing 

n2 
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costume was like tliat of London or Paris, and his 

British ears were many a time cheered by the music 
of British words. The shops were different in many 
respects from those on Oxford Street and the Strand, 
but they often were illumined by a printed announce- 
ment that English was "spoken within." Others pro- 
claimed themselves to have London Stout for sale — and 
one actually promised to regale its customers with 
English roast beef. 

Over every possible shop-door was the never-failing 
placard, " Tabak te Koop " (tobacco to be sold). Instead 
of coloured glass globes in the windows, or high jars 
of leeches, the drug-stores had a gaping Turk's head 
at the entrance — or, if the establishment were particu- 
larly fine, a wooden mandarin entire, indulging in a 
fall yawn. 

Some of these queer faces amused Ben exceedingly; 
they seemed to have just swallowed a dose of physic ; 
but Van Mounen declared he could not see anything 
ftmny about them. A druggist showed his sense by 
putting a Oaper before his door, so that his place 
could be known at once as an " apotheek," and that 
was all there was about it. 

Another thing attracted Ben — the milkmen's carts. 
These were small affairs, filled with shiny brass kettles, 
or stone jars, and drawn by dogs. The milkman 
walked meekly beside his cart, keeping his dog in 
order, and delivering the milk to customers. Certain 
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€sli dealers had dog- carts, also, and when a herring-dog 
chanced to meet a milk-dog, he invariably put on airs 
and growled as he passed him. Sometimes a milk-dog 
wonld recognize an acquaintance before another milk- 
cart across the street; and then how the kettles wonld 
rattle, especially if they were ejnpty ! Each dog wonld 
give a bonnd, and, never caring for his master's 
whistle, insist upon meeting the other half-way. Some- 
times they contented themselves with an inquisitive 
sniff, but, generally, the smaller dog made an affec- 
tionate snap at the larger one's ear, or a friendly 
tussle was engaged in by way of exercise. Then woe 
to the milk kettles, and woe to the dogs ! 

The whipping over, each dog, expressing his feelings 
as best he could, would trot leisurely back to his work. 

If some of these animals were eccentric in their 
ways, others were remarkably well-behaved. In fact, 
there was a school for dogs in the city, established 
expressly for training them ; Ben probably saw some 
of its graduates. Many a time he noticed a span of 
barkers trotting along the street with all the dignity of 
horses, obeying the slightest hinife of the man walking 
briskly beside them. Sometimes, when their load was 
delivered, the dealer would jump in the cart, and have 
a fine drive to his home beyond the gates of the city; 
and sometimes, I regret to say, a patient vrouw would 
trudge beside the cart, with fish basket upon her head, 
and a child in her arms — while her lord enjoyed his 
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drive, carrying no heavier burden than a stumpy clay 
pipe, the smoke of which mounted lovingly into her 



XXVI. 

A D^Y OP BEST AND HOMEWAED BOUND. 

The sight seeiag came to an end at last, and so did 
onr boys' visit to the Hague. They had spent three 
happy days and nights with the Van G^nds, and, 
strange to say, had not once, in all that time, put 
on skates. The third day had indeed been one of rest. 
The noise and bustle of the city was hushed; sweet 
Sunday bells sent blessed tranquil thoughts into their 
hearts. Ben felt, as he listened to their familiar music, 
that the Christian world is one, after all, however 
divided by sects and differences it may be. As the 
clock speaks everyone's native language, in whatever 
land it may strike the hour, so church-bells are never 
foreign if our hearts but listen. 

Led on by those clear voices, our party, with Mevrouw 
van Gend and her husband, followed by a servant bearing 
the lady's foot stove, trod the quiet but crowded streets, 
until they came to a fine old church in the southern 
end of the city. 
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It Beemed strange to Ben that Mynheer, after leading 
his wife to one of the large circnlar pews around the 
colimms, should seat himself with the boys in the body 
of the church, which was filled with chairs. He 
knew that in Holland the men and women of the 
congregation sit apart, but he could not help- casting, 
now and then, a puzzled glance towards the women's 
pews. Elaborately carved, they formed a massive base 
to each column, as it stood out in bold relief against 
the blank white walls beyond. All the columns were 
lofty and well-proportioned ; it seemed quite natural 
that before they were lost in the deep arches over- 
head, their graceful outHnes should leaf out for a 
space into richness and beauty. 

Soon, Ben lowered his gaze to the marble floor. It 
was a pavement of grave-stones. Nearly all the large 
slabs, of which it was composed, marked the resting- 
places of the dead. An armorial design, engraved 
upon each stone, with inscription and date, told whose 
form was sleeping beneatli; and sometimes three of a 
family were lying one above the other in the same 
sepulchre. 

He could not but think of the solemn Mineral 
procession winding by torch-light through those lofty 
aisles, and bearing its silent burden towards a dark 
opening whence a slab had been lifbed, in readiness 
for its coming. It was something to feel that his 
sister Mabel, who died in her flower, was lying in a 
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smmy dmrchyard, where a brook rippled and sparkled 
in the daylight, and waving trees whispered tc^^her 
all night long; where flowers might nestle close to 
the headstone, and moon and stars shed their peace 
upon it, and morning birds sing sweetly overhead. 

Then he looked up from the pavement and rested 
his eyes npon the carved oaken pulpit, exquisitely 
beautiM in design and workmanship. He could not 
see the minister — though, not long before, he had 
watched him slowly ascending its winding stair — a 
mild-faced man, wearing a ruff about his neck, and a 
short cloak reaching nearly to the knee. 

Meantime the great church had been silently filling. 
Its centre was black with men, and the side-pews bright 
with women in their fresh Sunday attire. Suddenly a 
soft rustling spread through the building. All eyes were 
turned towards the minister, now appearing above the 
pulpit. 

Although the sermon was spoken slowly, Ben could 
understand little of what was said ; but when the hymn 
came, he joined in with all his heart. A thousand voices, 
lifted in love and praise, offered a grander .language that 
he could readily comprehend. 

Once he was startled, during a pause in the service, by 
seeing a little bag suddenly shaken before him. It had 
a tinkling bell at its side, and was attached to a long 
stick carried by one of the deacons of the church. Not 
relying solely upon the mute appeal of the poor-boxes 
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fastened to the columns near the entrance, this more direct 
method was resorted to, of awaking the sympathies of the 
charitable. 

Fortunately Ben had provided himself with a few 
stiyers, or the musical bag must have tinkled before him 
in vain. 

More than once, a dark look rose on our English boy's 
face that morning. He longed to stand up and harangue 
the people concerning a pecuL'arity that filled him with 
pain. Some of the men wore their hats during the service, 
or took them off whenever the humour prompted, and 
many put theirs on in the church as soon as they arose to 
leave. No wonder Ben's sense of propriety was wounded ; 
and yet a higher sense would have been exercised had he 
tried to feel willing that Hollanders should follow the 
customs of their country. But his English heart said over 
and over again, " It is outrageous ! it is sinful ! " 

There is an Angel called Charity who often would 
save our hearts a great deal of trouble if we would but 
let her in. 



On Monday morning, bright and early, our boys bade 
farewell to their kind entertainers, and started on their 
homeward journey. 

Peter lingered awhile at the lion-guarded door, for he 
and his sister had many parting words to say. 

As Ben saw them bidding each other " good bye," he 
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could not help feeling that kisses as well as clocks were 
wonderfhlly alike everywhere.' The English kiss that his 
sister Jennie gave when he left home had said the same 
thing to him that the vrouw Yan Gtend's Dutch kiss sdid 
to Peter. Ludwig had taken his share of the jBairewell in 
the most matter-of-fact manner possible, and thongh he 
loved his sister well, had winced a little at her maMiig 
such a child of him as to put an extra kiss " for mother " 
upon his forehead. 

He was already upon the canal with Carl and Jacob. 
Were they thinking about sisters or kisses ? Not a bit of 
it. They were so happy to be on skates once more, so 
impatient to dart at once into the very heart of Broek, 
that they spun and wheeled about like crazy fellows, 
relieving themselves, meantime, by muttering something 
about " Peter and donder " not worth translating. 

Even Lambert and Ben, who had been waiting at the 
street comer, began to grow impatient. 

The captain joined them at last ; they were soon on the 
canal with the rest. 

"Hurry up, Peter," growled Ludwig; "we're freezing 
by inches — there ! I knew you'd be the last after all to get 
on your skates ! " 

" Did you ? " said his brother, looking up with an air of 
deep interest — " clever boy ! " 

Ludwig laughed, but tried to look cross, as he said, 
" I'm in earnest, anyhow. We must get home some time 
this year." 
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*' Now, boys," cried Peter, sprmging np, as he faatened 
tlie last buckle. " There's a clear way before us ! We 
will imagine it's the grand race. Ready I One — ^two — 
three — start ! " 

I assnre yon very little was said for the first half honr. 
They were six Mercnries skimming the ice. In plain 
English, they went like lightning — ^no, that is imaginary 
too. The fact is, one cannot decide what to say when half 
a dozen boys are whizzing past at such a rate. I can only 
tell you that each did his best, flying, with bent body, and 
eager eyes, in and out among the placid skaters on the 
canal, until the very guard shouted to them to " hold up ! " 
This only served to send them onward with a two-boy 
power that startled all beholderjft 

But the laws of inertia are stronger even than canal- 
guards. 

After a while Jacob slackened his speed — then Ludwig 
—then Lambert — then Carl. 

They soon halted to take a long breath, and finally 
found themselves standing in a group, gazing afber Peter 
and Ben, who were still racing in the distance as if their 
lives were at stake. 

" It is very evident," said Lambert, as he and his 
three companions started on again, " that neither of 
them will give up until he can't help it." 

" What foolishness !" growled Carl, " to tire themselves 
at the beginning of the journey — but they're racing in 
earnest — that's certain. Hallo ! Peter's flagging!" 
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" Not 80 ! " cried Ludwig — " catch him being beaten ! " 

" Ha! ha!" sneered Carl. " I tell yon, boy, Benjamin 
is ahead." 

Now, if Ludwig disliked anything in this world, it was 
to be called a boy — probably because he was nothing else. 
He grew indignant at once. 

" Humph, what are you^ I wonder ! There, sir ! now 
look and see if Peter isn't ahead ! " 

" I think he w," interposed Lambert, " but I can't 
quite tell at this distance." ' 

" I think he isn't ! " retorted Carl. 

Jacob was growing anxious — he always abhorred an 
argument — so he said in a coaxing tone, " Don't quarrel 
—don't quarrel ! " • 

"Don't quarrel!" mocked Carl, looking back at Jacob 
as he skated. "Who's quarrelling? Poot, you're a 
goose ! " 

" I can't help that," was Jacob's meek reply. " See ! 
they are nearing the turn of the canal." 

" Now we can see ! " cried Ludwig, in great excitement. 

•* Peter wiU make it first, I know." 

" He can't — for Ben is ahead ! " insisted Carl. " Gunst ! 
That ice-boat will run over him. No ! he is clear ! They're 
a couple of geese, anyhow. Hurrah ! they're at the tnm. 
Who's ahead?" 

" Peter ! " cried Ludwig, joyfully. 

" Gk)od for the captain ! " shouted Lambert and Jacob. 

And Carl condescended to mutter, — 
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" It 18 Peter after all. I thought, all the time, that 
head fellow was Ben." 

This turn in the canal had evidently been their goal, 
for the two racers came to a sudden halt after passing it. 

Carl said something about being '' glad that they had 
sense enough to stop and rest," — and the four boys 
skated on in silence to overtake their companions. 

All the while, Carl was secretly wishing that he had 
kept on with Peter and Ben, as he felt sure he could 
easily have come out winner. He was a very rapid, 
though by no means a graceftil skater. 

Ben was lookiag at Peter with mingled vexation, 
admiration, and surprise, as the boys drew near. 

They heard him saying in English, — 

" You're a perfect bird on the ice, Peter van Holp. 
The first fellow that ever beat me in a fair race, I can 
tell you!" 

Peter, who understood the language better than he 
could speak it, returned a laughing bow at Ben's com- 
pliment, but made no farther reply. Possibly he was 
scant of breath at the time. 

*• Now, Penchamin, vat you do mit yourself? get so 
hot as a fire-brick — dat ish no goot," was Jacob's plaintive 
comment. 

"Nonsense!" answered Ben. "This frosty air will 
cool me soon enough. I am not tired." 

" You are beaten, though, my boy," said Lambert, in 
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EngKsli, " and fiiirly, too. How will it bo, I wonder, on 
the day of tlie grand race ? " 

Ben flushed, and gave a prond defiant laugh, as if to 
say,— 

" This was mere pastime. I'm determined to beat tihen 
—come what will !" 

By the time the boys reached the village of Yoorhottt, 
which stands near the grand canal, about half way 
between the Hague and Haarlem, they were forced to 
hold a council. The wind, though moderate at first, had 
grown stronger and stronger, until at last they could 
hardly skate against it. The weather-vanes throngli 
the country had evidently entered into a conspiracy. 

" No use trying to face such a blow as this," said 
Ludwig. " It cuts its way down a man's throat like a 
knife." 

" Keep your mouth shut, then," grunted the affable 
Carl, who was strong-chested as a young ox, " I'm for 
keeping on." 

" In this case," interposed Peter, " we must consult 
the weakest of the party rather than the strongest." 

The captain's principle was all right, but its application 
was not flattering to Master Ludwig. Shrugging his 
shoulders, he retorted, — 

" Who's weak ? Not I, for one — ^but the wind's 
stronger than any of us. I hope you'U condescend to 
admit that !" 
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" Ha ! ha ! " laughed Van Mounen, who could barely 
keep his feet, " so it is." 

Just then the weather-vanes telegraphed to each other 
by a peculiar twitch — ^and^in an instant, the gust came. 
It nearly threw the strong- chested Carl; it almost 
strangled Jacob; and quite upset Ludwig. 

"This settles the question," shouted Peter; "off with 
your skates ! We'll go into Voorhout." 

At Voorhout they found a little inn with a big yard. 
The yard was well bricked, and, better than all, was 
provided with a complete set of skittles ; so our boys 
soon turned the detention into a frolic. The wind was 
troublesome even in that sheltered quarter, but they 
were on good standing-ground, and did not mind it. 

First a hearty dinner — then the game. With pins as 
long as their arms, and balls as big as their heads, 
plenty of strength left for rolling, and a clean sweep 
of sixty yards for the strokes — ^no wonder they were 
happy. 

That night Captain Peter and his men slept soundly. 
No prowling robber came to disturb them ; and, as they 
were distributed in separate rooms, they did not even 
have a bolster-battle in the morning. 

Such a breakfast as they ate! The landlord looked 
frightened. When he had asked them where they 
" belonged," he made up his mind that the Broek 
people starved their children. It was a shame, " such 
fine young gentlemen, too ! " 
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Fortunately the wind had tired itself out, and fallen 
asleep in the great sea-cradle beyond the Dunes. There 
were signs of snow ; otherwise, the weather was fine. 

It was mere child's-play for the well-rested boys to 
skate to Leyden. Here they halted awhile, for Peter 
had an errand at the " Golden Eagle." He left the city 
with a lightened heart; Dr. Boekman had been at the 
hotel, read the note containing Hans* message, and 
departed for Broek. 

" I cannot say it was your letter sent him off so 
soon," explained the landlord ; " some rich lady in Broek 
was taken bad very sudden, and he was sent for in 
haste." 

Peter turned pale. 

" What was the name ?'* he asked. 

** Indeed, it went in one ear, and out of the other — 
for all I hindered it. Plague to people who can't see a 
traveller in comfortable lodgings, but they must whisk 
him off, before one can breathe." 

" A lady in Broek, did you say ? " 

" Yes," very gruffly ; " any other business, young 
master ?" 

" No, mine host — except that I and my comrades here 
would like a bite of something, and a drink of hot 
coffee." 

" Ah," said the landlord, sweetly, " a bite yon shall 
have, and coffee too, the finest in Leyden. Walk up to 
the stove, my masters — now I think again, that was a 
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widow lady — ^from Rotterdam, I think they said — ^visiting 
at one Van Stoepers, if I mistake not." 

" Ah 1 " said Peter, greatly relieved. " They live in 
the white house by the Schlossen Mill — ^now, mynheer, 
the coffee, please ! " 

" What a goose I was," thought he, as the party left 
the Golden Eagle, "to feel so sure it was my mother — 
but she may be somebody's mother, poor woman, for all 
that. Who can she be, I wonder ? " 

There were not many upon the canal that day, between 
Leyden and Haarlem. However, as the boys neared 
Amsterdam, they found themselves once more in the 
midst of a moving throng. The big YshreeJcer* had 
been at work for the first time ihat season, but there was 
any amount of skating ground left yet. 

" Three cheers for home ! " cried Van Mounen, as they 
came in sight of the great Western dock (Westelijk Dok). 
" Hurrah ! Hurrah ! " shouted one and all, " Hurrah ! 
Hurrah ! " 

This trick of cheering was an importation among our 
party. Lambert van Mounen had brought it from Eng- 
land. As they always gave it in English, it was considered 
quite an exploit, and, when circumstances permitted, 
always enthusiastically performed, to the sore dismay of 
their quiet-loving countrymen, 

* Ice-breaker — A heavy machine, armed with iron spikes, for breaking 
the ice as it is dragged along. Some of the small ones are worked by 
men, but the large ones are drawn by horses, sixty or seventy of which 
are sometimes attached to one Ysbreeker. 
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Therefore, tlieir arrival at Amsterdam created a great 
sensation, especially among the smaU boys on the whar&. 

The Y was crossed. They were on the Broek canal. 

Lambert's home was reached first. 

" Good-bye, boys ! " he cried, as he left them ; " we've 
had the greatest frolic ever known in Holland." 

" So we have. Good-bye, Van Motmen ! " answered 
the boys. 

"Good-bye!" 

There were five joyous households in Broek that night. 

The boys were back safe and sound ; and they found all 
well at home. Even the sick lady at neighbour Von 
Stoepel's was out of danger. 

But the next morning ! Ah, how stupidly school-bells 
will ding-dong, ding-dong, when one is tired ! 

Ludwig was sure he had never listened to anything so 
odious. Even Peter felt pathetic on the occasion. Carl 
said it was a Shame for a fellow to have to turn out when 
his bones were splitting ; and Jacob soberly bade Ben 
" Goot-pye ! " and walked off with his satchel as if it 
weighed a hundred pounds. 
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XXVII. 

THE CRISIS. 

"While the boys are nursing their fatigue, we will take 
a peep into the Brinker cottage. 

Can it be that Gretel and her mother have not stirred 
since we saw them last P That the sick man upon the bed 
has not even turned over? It was four days ago, and 
there is the sad group just as it was before. !N"o, not 
precisely the same, for Raff Brinker is paler ; his fever 
is gone, though he knows nothing of what is passing. 
Then they were alone in the bare dean room. Now 
there is another group in an opposite comer. 

Dr. Bookman is there, talking in a low tone with a 
stout young man, who listens intently. The stout- young 
man is his student and assistant. Hans is there also. He 
stands near the window, respectfally waiting until he shall 
be accosted. 

" You see, Yollenhoven," said Dr. Bookman, " it is a clear 
case of" — and here the doctor went off into a queer 
jumble of Latin and Dutch that I cannot conveniently 
translate. 

After a while, as YoUenhoven looked at him rather 
blankly, the learned man condescended to speak to him 
in simpler phrase. 

• . " It is probably like Eip Donderdunck's case," he 

2 
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exclaimed, in a low mumbling tone. '* He fell from, the 
top of Voppelploot's windmill. After the accident the 
man was stupid, and finally became idiotic*' In time 
he lay helpless like yon fellow on the bed, moaned, 
too, like him, and kept constantly lifting his hand to his 
head. My learned Mend Von Choppem performed an 
operation upon this Donderdunck, and discovered nnder 
the skull a small dark sac, which pressed upon the brain. 
This had been the cause of the trouble. My friend Yon 
Choppem removed it — a splendid operation! You see, 
according to Celsus" — and here the doctor again went off 
into Latin. 

" Did the man live ? " asked the assistant respectfdlly. 

Dr. Boekman scowled. " That is of no consequenca 
I believe he died, but why not fix your mind on the 
grand features of the case ? Consider a moment how " — 
and he plunged into Latin mysteries more deeply than 
ever. 

"But, mynheer," gently persisted the student, who 
knew that the doctor would not rise to the surface for 
hoars unless pulled at once from his favourite depths. 
" Mynheer, you have other engagements to-day ; three l^s 
in Amsterdam, you remember, and an eye in Broek ; and 
that tumour up the canal." 

" The tumour can wait," said the doctor reflectively. 
'* That is another beautiful case — a beautiful case ! The 
woman has not lifted her head from her shoulder for two 
months — magnificent tumour, sir I " 
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The doctor by this time was speaJdng aloud. He had 
qnite forgotten where he was. 

Yollenhoven made another attempt. 

"This poor fellow on the bed, mynheer. Do yon 
think you can save him ? " 

**Ah, indeed, certainly," stammered the doctor, sud- 
denly perceiving that he had been talking rather off the 
point — " certainly, that is — I hope so " 

" If any one in Holland can, mynheer," murmured the 
assistant with honest bluntness — " it is yourself." 

The doctor looked displeased — growled out a tender 
request for the student to talk less, and beckoned Hans to 
draw near. 

This strange man had a great horror of speaking to 
women, especially on surgical matters. " One can never 
tell," he said, " what moment the creatures will scream 
or faint," Therefore he explained Raff Brinker's case 
to Hans, and told him what he believed should be done 
to save the patient. 

Hans listened attentively, growing red and pale by turns, 
and throwing quick anxious glances towards the bed. 

" It may kill the fiither, did you say, mynheer ? " he 
exclaimed at last, in a trembling whisper. 

"It may, my boy. But I have a strong belief that 
it wiU cure, and not kill. Ah! if boys were not such 
dunces, I could lay the whole matter before you ; but it 
would be of no use." 

Hans looked blank at this complimftiai. 
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" It wonld be of no tise," repeated Dr. Bookman 
indignantly, "a great operation is proposed — bat one 
might as well do it with a hatchet. The only question 
askedis— 'wiUitkiU?'" 

'' The question is everything to us, mynheer," said Hjuos, 
with tearful dignity. 

Dr. Bookman looked at him in sudden dismay. 

"Ah! exactly so. You are right, boy, I am. a fool. 
Good boy. One does not wish one's fiather killed— of 
course not. I am a fool." 

" Will he die, mynheer, if this sickness goes on ? " 

*^ Humph! this is no new illness. The same thing 
growing worse every instant — pressure on the brain — 
will take him off soon like that,^* said the doctor, snapping 
his fingers. 

"And the operation may save him," pursued Hans: 
" how soon, mynheer, can we know P " 

Dr. Bookman grew impatient. 

" In a day — ^perhaps an hour. Talk with your mother, 
boy, and let her decide. My time is short" 

Hans appro£bched his mother ; at first, when she looked 
up at him, he could not utter a syllable ; then turning his 
eyes away, he said in a firm voice,— 

" I must speak with the mother alone." 

Quick little Gretel, who could not quite understand 
what was passing, threw rather an indignant look at Hans 
and walked away. 

" Come back, Gretel, and sit down, ' ' said Hans sorrowfully. 
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She obeyed. 

Dame Brinker and her boy stood by the window while 
the doctor and his assistant, bending over the bedside, 
conversed together in a low tone. There was no danger 
of disturbing the patient. He appeared like one blind and 
deaf. Only his faint piteous moans showed him to be a 
living man. Hans was talking earnestly, and in a low 
voice, for he did not wish his sister to hear. 

With dry, parted lips. Dame Brinker leaned towards 
him, searching his face, as if suspecting a meaning beyond 
his words. Once she gave a quick frightened sob that 
made Gretel start, but, after that, listened calmly. 

When Hans ceased to speak, his mother turned, gave 
one long agonized look at her husband, lying there so 
pale and unconscious, and threw herself on her knees, 
beside the bed. 

Poor little Gretel! what did all this inean? She 
16oked with questioning eyes at Hans ; he was standing, 
but his head was bent as if in prayer ; — ^at the doctor; he 
was gaitly feeling her father's head, and looked like one 
examining some curious stone ; — at the assistant, but th^ 
man coughed and turned away;— at her mother; Ah! 
little Gretel, that was the best you could do— to kneel 
beside her and twine your warm young arms about her 
neck — ^to weep and implore God to listen. 

When the mother arose, Dr. Bookman, with a show 
of trouble in his eyes, asked gruffly, "Well, jufvrouw, 
shall it be done ? " 
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"Will it pain liim, mynlieer?" she asked in a trem- 
bling voice. 

" I cannot say. Probably not. Shall it be done ? " 

"It may cure him, you said, and — ^mynheer, did you 

tell my boy that — perhaps — ^perhaps " she could not 

finish. 

"Yes, jufVrouw, I said the patient might sink under 
the operation — ^but we will hope it may prove otherwise " 
— (he looked at his watch. The assistant moved im- 
patiently towards the window.) " Gome, jufvrouw, time 
presses. Yes, or no ? " 

Hans wound his arm about his mother. It was not 
his usual way. He even leaned his head against her 
shoulder. 

" The meester awaits an answer," he whispered. 

Dame Brinker had long been the head of her House 
in every sense. Many a time she had been very stem 
with Hans, ruling him with a strong hand, and rejoicing 
in her motherly discipline: now she felt so weak, so 
helpless. It was something to feel that firm embrace. 
JThere was strength even in the touch of that yellow Hair. 

She turned to her boy imploringly. 

" Oh, Hsins ! What shaU I say ? " 

"Say what God tells thee, mother," answered Hans, 
bowing his head. 

One quick questioning prayer to Heaven rose from 
the mother's heart. The answer came. 

She f;umed towards Dr. Boekman., 
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" It is right, mynheer* I consent." 

" Humph ! " grunted the doctor, as if to say " youVe 
been long enough about it." Then he conferred a moment 
with his assistant, who listened with great deference to 
all the doctor said. 

Meanwhile Gretel looked on in trembling silence : but 
when she saw the doctor open a leathern case, and take 
out one sharp gleaming instrument after another, she 
sprang forward. 

"Oh, mother — ^the poor father meant no wrong. Are 
they going to murder him ? *' 

" I do not know, child," screamed Dame Brinker, look- 
ing fiercely at Gretel. " I do not know." 

"This will not do, jufvrouw," said Dr. Boekman 
sternly ; and at the same time he cast a quick penetrating 
look at Hans. " You and the girl must leave the room. 
The boy may stay." 

Dame Brinker drew herself up in an instant. Her 
eyes flashed. Her whole countenance was changed. 
She looked like one who had never wBpt, never felt a 
moment's weakness. Her voice was low but decided. 
" I stay with my husband, mynheer." 

Dr. Boekman looked astonished. His orders were 
seldom disregarded in this style. For an instant his eye 
met hers. 

"You may remain, jufvrouw," he said, in an altered 
voice. 

Gretel had already disappeared. 
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In one comer of the cottage was a small closet, where 
her rough, hox-like hed was fastened against the wall: 
none would think of the tremhling little creature crouch- 
ing there in the dark. 

Dr. Boekman took off his heavy coat; he filled an 
earthen basin with water and placed it near the bed. 
Then, turning to Hans, he asked,-^ 

" Can I depend upon you, boy ? " 

" You can, mynheer." 

" I believe you. Stand at the head, here — ^your mother 
may sit at your right — so ; " and he placed a chair near 
the cot. 

"Remember, juftrouw, there must be no cries — no 
feinting." 

Dame Brinker answered him with a look. 

He was satisfied. 

"Now, Yollenhoven." 

Oh! that case with the terrible instruments! The 
assistant lifbed them. Gretel, who had been peering, 
with brimming eyes, through the crack of the closet door, 
could remain silent no longer. 

She rushed frantically across the apartment, sdized her 
hood, and ran from the cottage. 
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xxvni. 

GBETEL AND HILDA. 

It was the play hour. At the first stroke of the school- 
honse bell, the canal seemed to give a tremendons shout, 
and grow suddenly alive with boys and girls. The sly 
thing, shining so quietly under the noonday sun, was a 
kaleidoscope at heart, and only needed a shake from that 
great clapper to start it into dazzling changes. 

Dozens of gaily clad children were skating in and 
out among each other, and all their pent-up merriment 
of the morning was relieving itself in song, and shout, 
and laughter. There was nothing to check the flow of 
frolic. Not a thought of school-books came out with 
them into the sunshine. Latin, arithmetic, grammar, 
all were locked up for an hour in the dingy school-room. 
The teacher might be a noun if he wished, and a proper 
one at that, but they meant to enjoy themselves. As 
long as the skating was as perfect as this, it made no 
difference whether Holland were on the North Pole or 
the Equator; and as for philosophy, how could they 
bother themselves about inertia, and gravitation, and such 
things, when it was as much as they could do to keep 
from getting knocked over in the commotion ? 

In the height of the fun, one of the children called 
out, "What is that?" 
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" What ? Where ? " cried a dozen voices. 

"Why— don't you see? That dark thing over there 
by the idiot's cottage." 

" I don't see anything," said one. 

" I do," shouted another ; " it's a dog ! " 

" Where's any dog ? " put in a squeaky voice that we 
have heard before — "it's no such thing — ^it's a heap of 
rags. 

" Pooh ! Voost," retorted another gruffly, " that's about 
as near the fact as you ever get ; it's the goose-girl, Gretel, 
looking for rats." 

"Well, what of it?" squeaked Voost, "isn't sJie a 
bundle of rags, I should like to know ? " 

"Ha! ha! Pretty good for you, Voost! You'll get 
a medal for wit yet, if you keep on." 

" You'd get something else, if her brother Hans were 
here. I'll warrant you would ! " said a muffled up little 
fellow, with a cold in his head. 

As Hans was not there, Voost could afford to scout the 
insinuation. 

" Who cares for Mm, little sneezer ? I'd fight a dozen 
like him any day, and you in the bargain." 

"You would! would you? I'd like to catch you at 
it ; " and, by way of proving his words, the sneezer skated 
off at the top of his speed. 

Just then a general chase after three of the biggest 
boys of the school was proposed, — and friend and foe, 
£rolicBome as ever, were booh xmited in a common cause. 
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Only one of all that happy throng remembered the 
dark little form by the idiot's cottage. Poor frightened 
Gretel! She was not thinking of them, though their 
merry laughter floated lightly towards her, making her 
feel like one in a dream. 

How loud the moans were behind the darkened window 
— ^What if those strange men were really killing her 
father ! 

The thought made her spring to her feet with a cry 
of horror ! 

" Ah ! no," she sobbed, sinking upon the frozen mound 
of earth where she had been sitting; "mother is there, 
and Hans. They will care for him. But how pale they 
were ! And even Hans was crying ! 

" Why did the cross old meester keep Aww, and send 
me away ? " she thought. " I could have clung to the 
mother and kissed her. That always makes her stroke 
my hair and speak gentle, even after she has scolded 
me. How quiet it is now ! Oh, if the father should 
die, and Hans, and the mother, what would I do ? " and 
Gretel, shivering with cold, buried her face in her arms, 
and cried as if her heart would break. 

The poor child had been tasked beyond her strength 
during the past four days. Through all, she had been 
her mother's willing little handmaiden, soothing, helping, 
and cheering the half-widowed woman by day, and 
watching and praying beside her all the long night. 
She knew that something terrMe «sA tktj^Has^'cp^^ -^^&^ 
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taking place at this moment, something that had been 
too terrible and mysterions for even kind good Hans 
to tell. 

Then new thoughts oame. Whj had not Hans told 
her? It was a shame. It was her father as well as 
his. She was no baby. She had once taken a sharp 
knife from the father's hand. Why, then, must she be 
treated like one who conld do nothing ? Oh, how very 
still it was — ^how bitter, bitter cold ! If Annie Bonman 
had only stayed at home instead of going to Amsterdam, 
it wouldn't be so lonely. How cold her feet were 
growing — ^was it the moaning that made her feel as 
if she were floating in the air ? 

This would not do — ^the mother might need her help 
at any moment ! 

BoxLsing herself with an effort, Gretel sat upright, 
rubbing her eyes and wondering — wondering that the 
sky was so bright and blue— wondering at the stillness 
in the cottage — more than all, at the laughter rising and 
falling in the distance. 

Soon she sank down again, the strange medley of 
thought growing more and more confused in her be- 
wildered brain. 

What a strange lip the meester had! How the 
stork's nest upon the roof seemed to rustle and whisper 
down to her! How bright those knives were, in the 
leathern case — ^brighter perhaps than the silver skates. 
If she had but worn her new jacket she would not shiver 
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so. The new jacket was pretty — ^the only pretty thing 
she had ever worn. God had taken care of her ^Either 
so long, He wonld do it still, if those two men wonld 
but go away. Ah! now the meesters were on the roof; 
they were clambering to the top — ^no— it was her mother 
and Hans,— or the storks — it was so dark, who conld 
tell? and the moxmd rocking, swinging in that strange 
way. How sweetly the birds were singing. They must 
be winter birds, for the air was thick with icicles — ^not 
one bird — ^but twenty. Oh! hear them, mother — ^wake 
me, mother, for the race — I am so tired with crying, 
and crying 

A firm hand was laid npon her shonlder. 

" Get np, little girl ! " cried a kind voice. " This will 
not do, for you to lie here and jfreeze." 

Grretel slowly raised her head. She was so sleepy 
that it seemed nothing strange to her that Hilda van 
Gleck should be leaning over her, looking with kind 
beautiful eyes into her face. She had often dreamed it 
before. 

But she had never dreamed that Hilda was shaking 
her roughly, almost dragging her by main force — never 
dreamed that she heard her saying, "Gretel! Gretel 
Brinker ! you must wake ! " 

This was real. Gretel looked up. Still the lovely 
delicate young lady was shaking, rubbing, fairly pounding 
her. It must be a dream. No, there was the cottage — 
and the stork's nest, and the meester's coach b^ tlac. 
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canal. She cotild see them now qtiite plainly. Her 
hands were tingling, her feet throbbing — Hilda was 
forcing her to walk. 

At last Oretel began to feel like herself again. 

''I have been asleep," she faltered, rubbing her eyes 
with both hands, and looking very much ashamed. 

** Yes, indeed, too mnch asleep," laughed Hilda, whose 
lips were very pale; "but you are weD enough now — 
lean upon me, Gretel ; there, keep moving — ^you will soon 
be warm enough to go by the fire — now let me take you 
into the cottage." 

" Oh, no ! no ! no ! jufvrouw, not in there ! the meester 
is there. He sent me away ! " 

Hilda was puzzled, but she wisely forebore to ask at 
present for an explanation. " Yery well, Gretel — ^try to 
walk faster — I saw you upon the mound some time ago ; 
but I thought you were playing — ^that is right — keep 
moving." 

All this time the kind-hearted girl had been forcing 
Gretel to walk up and down, supporting her with one 
arm, and with the other striving as well as she could 
to take off her own warm sacque. 

Suddenly Gretel suspected her intention. 

"Oh, jufvrouw! jufvrouw!" she cried imploringly. 
" Please never think of such a thing as that — oh ! please 
keep it on ; I am burning all over, jufvrouw ! I really am 
burning — not burning exactly — but pins and needles 
pricking all over me — oh ! juf^nrouw, don't." 
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The poor child's dismay was so genuine that Hilda 
hastened to reassure her. 

" Very well, Gbetel, move yonr arms then— so. Why, 
your cheeks are as pink as poises, ah*eady. I think the 
meester would let you in now — ho certainly would — is 
your father so very ill ? " 

"Ah, jufvrouw," cried Gretel, weeping afresh, "he 
is dying, I think. There are two meesters in with 
him at this moment, and the mother has scarce spoken 
to-day. Can you hear him moan, jufvrouw ? " slie 
added, with sudden terror; "the air buzzes so I cannot 
hear. He may be dead! Oh, I do wish I could hear 
him ! " 

Hilda listened. The cottage was very near, but not 
a sound could be heard. 

Something told her that Grretel was right. She ran 
to the window. 

"You cannot see there, my lady," sobbed Gretel, 
eagerly; "the mother has oiled paper hanging ineide. 
But at the other one, in the south end of the cottage, 
you can look in where the paper is torn." 

Hilda in her anxiety ran round, past the comer where 
the low roof was Mnged with its loosened thatch. 

A sudden thought checked her. 

" It is not right for me to peep into another's house in 
this way," she said to herself— then softly calling to Gretel, 
she added, in a whisper, "You may look — ^perhaps he is 
only sleeping." 
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Qretel tried to walk briskly towards the spot, bat her 
limbs were trembling. Hilda hastened to her support. 

" You are sick, yourself, I fear," she said kindly. 

"No, not sick, jnfTrotiw — but my heart cries all the 
time now, even when my eyes are as dry as yours — ^why ! 
Jufvrouw, your eyes are not dry ! Are you crying for us? 
Oh, juf^rouw — ^if God sees you ! Oh ! I know father will 

get better now " and the little creature, even while 

reaching to look through the tiny window, kissed Hilda's 
hand again and again. 

The sash was sadly patched and broken ; a torn piece of 
paper hung half way down across it. Gretel's fece was 
pressed to the window. 

" Can you see anything ? " whispered Hilda at last. 

" Yes — the father lies very still ; his head is bandaged, 
and all their eyes are fastened upon him. Oh, juf^rouw !" 
almost screamed Gretel, as she started back, and by a 
quick dexterous movement shook off her heavy wooden 
shoes, " I must go in to my mother ! Will you come with 
me?" 

" Not now, the bell is ringing ; I shall come again soon. 
Good-bye!" 

Gretel scarce heard the words. She remembered, for 
many a day afterwards, the bright pitying smile on Hilda's 
face, as she turned away. 
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XXIX. 

THE AWAKENING. 

An angel could not have entered the cottage more noise- 
lessly. Qretel, not daring to look at any one, slid softly 
to her mother's side. 

The room was very still. She conld hear the old doctor 
breathe. She conld almost hear the sparks as they fell 
into the ashes on the hearth. The mother's hand was 
very cold, bnt a burning spot glowed on her cheek ; and 
her eyes were like a deer's — so bright, so sad, so eager* 

At last there was a movement npon the bed, very slight, 
bnt enough to cause them all to start; Dr. Boekman leaned 
eagerly forward. 

Another movement. The large hand, so white and soft 
for a poor man's hand, twitched — ^then raised itself steadily 
towards the forehead. 

It felt the bandage, not in a restless crazy way, bat 
with a questioning movement, that caused even Dr. 
Boekman to hold his breath. Then the eyes opened 
slowly. 

"Steady! steady!" said a voice that sounded very 
strangely to Gretel. " Shift that mat higher, boys ! now 
throw on the clay. The waters are rising fast — no time 
to " 

Dame Brinker sprang forward like a young panther. 

p 2 



212 The Silver Skates, 

She seized his hands, and leaning over him, cried, "Raff! 
Raff, boy, speak to me ! " 

"Is it yoD, Meii^e? " he asked faintly — "I liaYe been 
asleep, hurt, I think — where is little Hans ? " 

" Here I am, father ! " shonted Hans, half mad Tvith 
joy. But the doctor held him back. 

" He knows ws ! " screamed Dame Brinker. " Grreat 
God !. he knows us ! Gretel ! Gretel ! come, see your 
father ! '' 

In vain Dr. Boekman commanded " silence ! *' and tried 
to force them from the bedside. He could not keep them 
off. 

Gh^tel gazed at them all with glad startled eyes. Her 
father was speaking in a faint voice. 

" Is the baby asleep, Meitje ? " 

"The baby!" echoed Dame Brinker. "Oh, Gretel! 
that is you ! And he calls Hans, * little Hans ! ' Ten years 
asleep ! Oh, mynheer, you have saved us all. He has 
known nothing for ten years ! Children, why don't you 
thank the meester ? " 

The good woman was beside herself with joy. Dr. 
Boekman said nothing ; but as his eye met hers, he 
pointed upward. She understood. So did Hans and 
Gretel. 

With one accord they knelt by the cot, side by side. 
Dame Brinker felt for her husband's hand even while she 
was praying. Dr. Bookman's head was bowed ; the assist- 
ant stood by the hearth with his back towards them. 
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" Wliy do you pray ? " nmrmnred the father, looking 
feebly from the bed, as they rose. " Is it God's day? " 

It was not Sunday ; but his vrouw bowed her head — 
she could not speak. 

" Then we should have a chapter," said Raff Brinker, 
speaking slowly, and with difficuUy. "I do not know 
how it is. I am very, very weak. Mayhap the minister 
will read to us." 

Gretel lifted the big Dutch Bible from its carved 
shelf. Dr. Boekman, rather dismayed at being called 
a minister, coughed and handed the Volume to his 
assistant. 

"Eead," he muttered; "these people must be kept 
quiet, or the man will die yet." 

When the chapter was finished. Dame Brinker motioned 
mysteriously to the rest, by way of telling them that her 
husband was asleep. 

"Now, jufvrouw," said the doctor in a subdued tone, 
as he drew on his thick woollen mittens, " there must be 
perfect quiet. You understand. This is truly a most 
remarkable case. I shall come again to-morrow. Give 
the patient no food to-day; " and, bowing hastily, he left 
the cottage, followed by his assistant. 

BGls grand coach was not far away; the driver had 
kept the horses moving slowly up and down by the 
canal, nearly all the time the doctor had. been in the 
cottage. 

Hans went out also. 
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** May God bless yon, mynheer I " he said, blushing an 
trembling, " I can never repay yon, but if '* 

"Yes, yon can," interrupted the doctor, crossly. 
"You can use your wits when the patient waikes 
again. This clacking and snivelling is enough to kill 
a well man, let alone one lying on the edge of his 
grave. K you want your &ther to get well, keep 'em 
quiet." 

So saying. Dr. Boekman, without another word, stalked 
off to meet his coach, leaving Hans standing there with 
eyes and mouth wide open. 



XXX. 

A NEW ALAEM. 



When Dr. Boekman called the next day at the Brinker 
cottage, he could not help noticing the cheerful com- 
fortable aspect of the place. An atmosphere of happiness 
breathed upon him as he opened the door. Dame Brinker 
sat complacently knitting beside the bed; her husband 
was enjoying a tranquil slumber, and Gretel was noise- 
lessly kneading rye bread on the table in the comer. 

The doctor did not remain long. He asked a few 
simple questions, appeared satisfied with the answers, 
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and after feeling His patient's pulse, said — "Ah, veiy 
weak yet, jufTrouw ; yery weak indeed. He must have 
nonrisliment. You may begin to feed the patient, ahem I 
not too much, but what you do give him let it be strong 
and of the best," 

"Black bread we have, mynheer, and porridge," 
replied Qame Bnnker, cheerily; "ihey have always 
agreed with him well." 

"Tut! tut!" said the doctor, frowning, "nothing of 
the kind. He must have the juice of fresh meat^ white 
bread, dried and toasted, good Malaga wine, and — 
ahem! The man looks cold — give him more covering, 
something light and warm. Where is the boy ? " 

" Hans, mynheer, has gone • into Broek to look for 
work. He will be back soon. Will the meester please 
be seated?" 

Whether the hard polished stool offered by Dame 
Brinker did not look particularly tempting, or whether 
the dame herself frightened him, partly because she was 
a woman, and partly because an anxious distressed look 
had suddenly appeared in her face, I cannot say. Certain 
it is that our eccentric doctor looked hurriedly about him, 
muttered something about " extraordinary case," bowed, 
and disappeared, before Dame Brinker had time to say 
another word. 

Strange that the visit of their good bene&ctor should 
have left} a cloud, yet so it was. Gretel frowned, an 
anxious childish frown, and kneaded the bread-dough 
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violently, without looking up. Dame Brinker Irarried 
to her husband's bedside, leaned over him, and fell into 
silent but passionate weeping. 

In a moment Hans entered. 

"Why, mother," he whispered in aJarm, "what ails 
thee ? Is the father worse ? " 

She turned her quivering face towards him, making no 
attempt to conceal her distress. 

"Yes. He is starving — ^perishing. Themeest^r said it." 

Hans turned pale. 

" What does this mean, mother ? We must feed him 
at once. Here, Gretel, give me the porridge." 

" Nay ! " cried his mother, distractedly, yet without 
raising her voice, "it may kill him. Our poor fare is 
too heavy for him. Oh, Hans, he will die — the father 
will die if we use him this way. He must have meat, 
and sweet wine, and a dek-bed. Oh, what shall I do? 
what shall I do ? " she sobbed, wringing her hands. 
" There is not a stiver in the house." 

Gretel pouted ; it was the onlv way she could express 
rympathy just then; her tears fell one by one into the 
dough. 

"Did the meester say he must have these things, 
mother ? " asked Hans. 

"Yes, he did." 

" Well, mother, don't cry ; le shall have them : I shall 
bring meat and wine before night. Take the cover 
&om mj bed; I can sleeijj m \k<& ^\jkc^ " 
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"Yes, Hans; but it is heavy, scant as it is. The 
meester said lie must liave something light and warm. 
He will perish. Our peat is giving out, Hans. The 
father has wasted it sorely, throwing it on when I was 
not looking, dear man/' 

"Never mind, mother," whispered Hans, cheerfully. 
" "We can cut down the willow tree and bum it, if need 
be; but I'll bring home something to-night. There 
must be work in Amsterdam, though there's none in 
Broek. Never fear, mother ; the worst trouble of all 
is past. We can brave anything now that the father is 
himself again." 

"Ay!" sobbed Dame Brinker, hastily drying her. 
eyes, " that is true indeed." 

"Of course it is. Look at him, mother, how softly 
he sleeps ! Do you think God would let him starve, 
just after giving him back to us ? Why, mother, I'm 
as 8ure of getting all the father needs, as if my pocket 
was bursting with gold. There, now, don't fret." And 
hurriedly kissing her, Hans caught up his skates and 
slipped from the cottage. 

Poor Hans ! Disappointed in his morning's errand, 
half-sickened with this new trouble, he wore a brave 
look, and tried to whistle as he tramped resolutely off 
with the firm intention of mending matters. 

Want had never before pressed as sorely upon the 
Brinker family. Their stock of peat was nearly ex- 
hausted, and all the flour in the cott^^'a ^N^^xs^.^^'^y^^ 
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dongli. They had scarcely cared to eat dnriBg ihe 
past few days — scarcely realized their condition. Dame 
Blinker had felt so sure thai; she and the children oonld 
earn money before the worst came, that she had giren 
herself up to the joy of her husband's recovery. She 
had not even told ELans that the few pieces of silyer in 
the old mitten were quite gone. 

Hans reproached himself^ now, that he had not hailed 
the doctor when he saw him enter his coach and drive 
rapidly away in the direction of Amsterdam* 

Perhaps [ there is some mistake, he thought. The 
meester surely would have known that meat and sweet 
wine were not at our command; and yet the &iher 
looks very weak — he certainly does. I must get work. 
If Mynheer van Holp were back from Rotterdam I conld 
get plenty to do. But Master Peter told me to let hiTn 
know if he could do aught to serve us. I shall go to hiTn 
at once. Oh, if it were but summer ! " 

AJl this time Hans was hastening towards the canaJ. 
Soon his skates were on, and he was skimming rapidly 
towards the residence of Mynheer van Holp. 

"The father must have meat and wine at once," he 
muttered, "but how can I earn the money in time to 
buy them to-day ? There is no other way but to go, as 
1 jpromised, to Master Peter. What would a gift of 
meat and wine be to him ? When the father is once fed, 
I can rush down to Amsterdam and earn the morrow's 
supply.'' 
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Then came other thoughts — thoughts that made 
his heart thump heavily, and his cheeks bnm with 
a new shame — "It is hegging^ to say the least. Not 
one of the Brinkers has ever been a beggar. Shall 
I be the first? Shall my poor father, just coming 
back into life, learn that his family have asked for 
charity — ^he, always so wise and thrifty? No," cried 
Hans aloud, "better a thousand times to part with the 
watch." 

" I can at least borrow money on it in Amsterdam ! " 
he thought, turning round. "That will be no disgrace. 
I can find work at once, and get it back again. Nay, 
perhaps I can even speak to the father about it!** 

This last thought abnost made the lad dance for joy. 
Why not, indeed, speak to the father ? He was a rational 
being now. "He may wake/' thought Hans, "quite 
bright and rested — may tell us the watdi is of no con- 
sequence — to sell it of course ! Hoezza ! " and Hans 
almost flew over the ice. 

A few moments more and the skates were again 
swinging from his arm. He was running towards the 
cottage. 

His mother met him at the door. 

" Oh, Hans ! " she cried, her face radiant witJi joy, 
"the young lady has been here with her maid. She 
brought everything — meat, jelly, wine, and bread — a 
whole basketfol! Then the meester sent a man from 
town with more wine, and a fine bed aivd \i\sa5Eiks^^s5^ *lsst 
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the father. Oh ! he will get well now. God bless 
them!" 

" God bless them ! " echoed Hans ; and for the first 
time that day his eyes filled with tears. 



XXXI. 

THE FATHEE'S return. 



That evening Raff Brinker felt so much better that he 
insisted npon sitting np awhile on the rough, high-backed 
chair by the fire. For a few moments there was quite a 
commotion in the little cottage. Hans was all-important on 
the occasion, for his father was a heavy man, and needed 
something firm to lean upon. The dame, though none 
of your fi^gile ladies, was in such a state of alarm and 
excitement at the bold step they were taking in lifting 
him without the meester's orders, that she nearly pulled 
her husband over, even while she believed herself to be 
his main prop and support. 

" Steady, vrouw, steady," panted Raff ; " have I grown 
old and feeble, or is it the fever makes me thus help- 
less?" 

" Hear the man ! " laughed Dame Brinker, " talking 
like any other Christian. Why, you're only weak from 
the fever, Raff. Here's the chair now, sit thee down — 
HherewG are!" 
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"With these words, Dame Brinker let her half of the 
burden settle slowly into the chair. Hans prudently did 
the same. 

Meanwhile Gretel flew about generally, bringing every 
possible thing to her mother to tuck behind the father's 
back and spread over his knees. Then she twitched the 
carved bench under his feet, and Hans kicked the fire to 
make it brighter. 

The father was "sitting up" at last. What wonder 
that he looked about him like one bewildered! "Little 
Hans" had just been almost carrying him. "The baby" 
was over four feet long, and was demurely brushing 
up the hearth with a bundle of willow wisps. Meitje, 
the vrouw, winsome and fair as ever, had gained 
at least fifty pounds in what seemed to him a few 
hours. She also had some new lines in her face that 
puzzled him. The only familiar things in the room 
were the pine table that he had made before he was 
married, the Bible upon the shelf, and the cupboard in 
the comer. 

Ah ! Raff Brinker, it was only natural that your eyes 
should fill with hot tears even while looking at the joyftd 
faces of your loved ones. Ten years dropped fi^om a 
man's life are no small loss; ten years of manhood, of 
household happiness and care ; ten years of honest labour, 
of conscious enjoyment of sunshine and out-door beauty ; 
ten years of grateftd life. One day looking forward to 
all this ; the next, waking to find thiOTCL ^•^^'s.^^^ ^aoSi. 'Sk. 
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blank. What wonder the scalding tears dropped one by 
one upon your cheek ! 

Tender little Gretel ! The prayer of her life was 
answered through those tears. She loved her ft^ther from 
that moment. Hans and his mother glanced silently at 
each other when they saw her spring towards him^ and 
throw her arms about his neck." 

"Father, dear father," she whispered, pressing her 
cheek close to his, " don't cry. We are all here." 

" God bless thee," sobbed Raff, kissing her again and 
again, " I had forgotten that ! " 

Soon he looked up again, and spoke in a cheerM 
voice, — "I should know her, vrouw," he said, holding 
the sweet young face between his hands, and looking 
at it as though he were watching it grow. "I should 
know her. The same blue eyes, and the lips, and, ah! 
me, the little song she could sing almost before she 
could stand. But that was long ago," he added, with a 
sigh, still looking at her dreamily, "long ago; it's all 
gone now." 

" Not so, indeed," cried Dame Brinker, eagerly. " Do 
you think I would let her forget it ? Gretel, child, sing 
the old song thou hast known so long ! " 

Raff Brinker's hands fell wearily and his eyes closed ; 
but it was something to see the smile playing about his 
mouth, as Gretel's voice floated about him like an in- 
cense. 
It was a simple air •, she had "ELft^ei kno^^m the words. 
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With loving instinct slie softened every note, nntil Raff 
almost faaicied tliat his two-year old baby was once more 
beside him. 

As soon as the song was finished, Hans mounted a 
wooden stool and began to rummage in the cupboard. 

" Have a care, Hans," said Dame Brinker, who through 
all her poverty was ever a tidy housewife. " Have a care ; 
the wine is there at your right, and the white bread 
beyond it." 

"Never fear, mother," answered Hans, reaching far 
back on an upper shelf; " I shall do no mischief." . 

Jumping down, he walked towards his Either, and 
placed an oblong block of fir in his hands. One of its 
ends was rounded off, and some deep cuts had been made 
on the top. 

" Do you know what it is, fother ? " asked Hans. 

Raff Brinker's face brightened. "Indeed I do, boy; 

is the boat I was making you yest alack! not 

yesterday, but years ago." 

" I have kept it ever since, fibther ; it can be finished 
when your hand grows strong again." 

" Yes, but not for you, my lad. I muLst wait for the 
grandchildren. Why, you are nearly a man ! Have you 
helped your mother, boy, through all these years ? " 

" Ay, and bravely," put in Dame Brinker, 

"Let me see," muttered the father, looking in a 
puzzled way at them all ; " how long ia it ^vaRfe ^^ tss^^ 
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fsffe hidden away near by. Hans and Greiel looked 
rather -wistMly towards the cupboard as they drank 
their capful of water and ate l^eir scanty share of 
Uaok bread; but even in thought they did not rob 
their £Bkther. 

*^ He relished his supper well," said Dame Brinker, 
nodding sideways towards the bed, '^ and fell asleep the 
next moment. Ah, the dear man will be feeble for many 
a day. He wanted sore to sit up again, but while I made 
show of humouring him, and getting ready, he dropt off. 
Bemember that, my girl, when you have a man of your 
own (and many a day may it be before that comes to 
pass 1), remember you can never rule by differm^ ; — ^Tut ! 
tut ! never swallow such a mouthful as that again, child ; 
^ why, I could make a meal off two such pieces. What's 
in thee, Hans P One would think ^lere were cobwebs on 
the waU." 

" Oh, no, mother, I was only thinking—" 

" Thinking, about what? Ah, no use asking," she 
added, in a changed tone ; " I was thinking of the 8an» a 
while ago — ^well, well — ^it's no [blame if we did look to 
hear something by this time about the thousand guilders ; 
but not a word — ^no — ^it's plain enough he knows naught 
about them." 

Hans looked up anxiously, dreading lest his mother 
should grow agitated, as usual, when speaking of the 
lost money ; but she was silently nibbUng her bread, and 
looking with an anxious stare towards the window. 
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" ThorLsand gtiildeps," echoed a faint voice from the 
bed. "Ah, I am sure they have been of good nse to 
you, vrouw, throngh the long years 'while your man 
was idle." 

The poor woman started up. These words quite 
destroyed the hope that of late had been glowing 
within her. 

" Are you awake, Raff?" she faltered. 

" Yes, Meitje, and I feel much better. Our money was 
well saved, vrouw, I was saying. Did it last through all 
these ten years ? ** 

" I — I — ^have not got it. Raff, I "—she was going to 
tell him the whole truth, when Hans lifted his finger 
wamingly and whispered, — 

" Remember what the meester told ub ; the father must * 
not be worried." 

" Speak to him, child," she answered, trembling. 

Hans hurried to the bedside. 

•' I am glad you are feeling better," he said, leaning 
over his father; "another day will see you quite strong 
again." 

" Ay, like enough. How long did the money last^ 
Hans? I could not hear your mother. What did she 
say?" 

" I said, Raff," stammered Dame Brinker, in great 
distress, " that it was all gone." 

" Well, well, wife, do not fret at that ; one thousand 
guilders is not so very much for ten years, and with 
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ohildren to bring up ; but it has helped to make you all 
comfortable. Have you had much sickness to beajr ? " 

" N — no," sobbed Dame Brinker, lifting her apron to 
her eyes. 

"Tut — ^tut, woman, why do you cry?" said Raff, 
kindly ; '' we will soon fill another pouch, when. I am 
on my feet again. Lucky I told you all about it before 
I feU." 

" Told me what, man ? " 

" Why, that I buried the money. In my dream just 
now, it seemed I had never said aught about it." 

Dame Brinker started forward. Hans caught her 
arm. 

" Hist ! mother," he whispered, hastily leading her 
away ; " we must . be very careftil." Then, while she 
stood with clasped hands, waiting in breathless aiudeiy, 
he once more approached the cot. Trembling with 
eagerness he said, — 

" That was a troublesome dream. Do you remember 
when you buried the money, father ? " 

** Yes, my boy. It was before daylight on the same 
day I was hurt. Jan Kamphuisen said something, the 
snndown before, that made me distrust his honesiy. 
He was the only one living besides mother who knew 
we had saved a thousand guilders — so I rose up that 
night and buried the money — blockhead that I was ever 
to suspect an old friend ! " 

" I'll be bound, fether," pursued Hans, in a laughing 
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voice, motioning to his mother and Gretel to remain 
quiet — " that you've forgotten where you buried it." 

" Hit ! ha ! not I, indeed — ^but good night, my son, I can 
sleep again/* 

Hans would have walked away, but his mother's gestures 
were not to be disobeyed — so he said gently, — 

"Good night, father. Where did you say you buried 
the money ? I was only a little one then." 

" Close by the willow sapling behind the cottage," said 
Raff Brinker drowsily. 

" Ah, yes. North side of the tree, wasn't it, father ? " 

"No, the south side. Ah, you know the spot well 
enough, you rogue — ^like enough you were there when 
your mother lifted it. Now, son — easy — shift this pillow 
— so. Good night." 

" Good-night, father ! " said Hans, ready to dance for 

joy. 



The moon rose very late that night, shining in, full and 
clear, at the little window ; but its beams did not disturb 
Raff Brinker. He slept soundly ; so did Gretel. As for 
Hans and his mother, they had something else to do. 

After making a few hurried preparations, they stole 
forth with bright expectant faces, bearing a broken spade 
and a rusty implement that had done many a day's service 
when Raff was a hale worker on the dykes. 

It was so light out of doors they could see the willow 
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tree distmctlj. The frozen gronnd was liard as stone, 
but Hans and his mother were resolute. Their onlj 
dread was that they might disturb the sleepers ia. the 

cottage. 

" This ysbreeker is jnst the thing, mother," said Htns, 
striking many a vigorous blow — '^ but the ground Las set 
so firm it'll be a fair match for it." 

"Never fear, Hans," she answered, watching hiim 
eagerly ; " here, let me try awhile." 

They soon succeeded in making an impression ; one 
opening, and the rest was not so difficult. 

Still they worked on, taking turns and whispering 
cheerily to one another. Now and then Dame Brinker 
stepped noiselessly over the threshold and listened, to be 
certain that her husband slept. 

" What grand news it will be for him," she said, laugh- 
ing, " -v^hen he is strong enough to bear it. How I should 
like to put the pouch and the stocking, just as we find 
them, all fall of money, near him this blessed night, for 
the dear man to see when he wakens." 

" We must get them first, mother," panted Hans, still 
tuggiQg away at his work. 

" There's no doubt of that. They can't slip away from 
us, now," she answered, shivering with cold and excite- 
ment, as she crouched beside the opening. '^ like enough 
we'll find them stowed in the old earthen pot I lost long 
ago." 

By this ime Hans, too, began to tremble, but not with 
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cold. He had penetrated a foot deep for qtiite a space on 
the south side of the tree. At any moment they might 
come npon the treaflnre.'* 

" Strange that the dear fiirther should have put it down 
so woefiil deep," said Dame Brinker, in rather a provoked 
tone. " Ah, the ground was soft enough then, I warrant. 
How wise of him to mistrust Jan Kamphuisen, and Jan in 
full credit at the time. Little I thought that handsome 
fellow with his gay ways would ever go to gaol ! Now, 
Hans, let me take a turn— it's lighter work, the deeper we 
go. I'd be loath to kill the tree, Hans — shall we harm it, 
think you?" 

" I cannot say," he answered, gravely. 

Hour after hoar, mother and son worked on. The hole 
grew larger and deeper. Clouds began to gather in the 
sky, throwing elfish shadows as they passed. Not until 
moon and stars faded away, and streaks of daylight began 
to appear, did Meitje Brinker and Hans look hopelessly 
into each other's face. 

They had searched thoroughly, desperately, all round 
the tree; South, North, East, West. The hidden money 
was not there ! 
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xxxm. 

glimpses/ 

Annie Bouman had a healthy distaste for Janzoon Kolp. 
Janzoon Kolp, in his own rough way, adored Annie. 
Annie declared she could not " to save her life " say one 
civil word to that odious boy. Janzoon believed her to 
be the sweetest creature in the world. 

"She knows I am strong and fearless," thought Jan- 
zoon. 

" How red, and freckled, and ugly he is ! " was Annie's 
secret comment when she looked at him. 

" How she stares, and stares ! " thought Janzoon. 
" Well, I am a fine, weather-beaten fellow, anyway.*' 

" Janzoon Kolp, you impudent boy, go away fi*om me ! " 
Annie often said, " I don't want any of your company." 

"Ha! ha! "laughed Janzoon to himself, "girls never 
say what they mean.* I'll skate with her whenever I can 
get a chance." 

And so it came to pass that the pretty maid. would not 
look up that morning when, skating homeward from Am- 
sterdam, she became convinced that a great burly boy was 
coming down the canal towards her. 

" Humph ! if I look at him," thought Annie, " I'll " 

"Good morrow, Annie Bouman," said a pleasant 
voice. 

[How a smile brightens a girl's fa<ie l^ 
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" Good morrow, Master Hans ; I am right* glad to meet 
yon." 

[How a smile brightens a boy's face !] 

'' Good morrow, again, Annie. There has been a great 
change at our house since you left." 

" How so ? " she exclaimed, opening her eyes very 
wide. 

Hans, who had been in a great hurry, and rather moody, 
grew talkative and quite at leisure in Annie's sunshine. 
Turning about, and skating slowly with her towards Broek, 
he told the good news of his father. Annie was so true a 
friend that he told her even of their present distress, of how 
money was needed, and how everything depended upon 
his obtaining work, and he could find nothing to do in the 
neighbourhood. 

All this was not said as a complaint, but just because 
she was looking at him, and really wished to know. He 
could not speak of last night's bitter disappointment, for 
that secret was not wholly his own. 

" Good-bye, Annie ! " he said at last. " The morning is 
going fast, and I must haste to Amsterdam and sell these 
skates. Mother must have money at once. Before night- 
fall I shall certainly find a job somewhere." 

" Sell your new skates, Hans ! " cried Annie, — " you, 
the best skater around Broek ! Why, the Bace is coming 
off in five days ! " 

" I know it," he answered resolutely. "Good-bye! I 
shall skate home again on the old woodeu o^'^'^ " 
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Such a brigri: glance! So different from Janzoon'sngly 
erin — ani Hins 'was cf like an arrow. 

" Hans ! c :=ie c<ick,"* she called. 

Her voice changed the arrow into a top. Spuming 
roTind, ke cLirteL in one long leaning sweep, towards 
her. 

'■ Then yo:i rtallv are going to sell yonr new skates if 
yon can find a customer r " 

''Of course I am/' he replied, looking up wiili a sn^ 
prised smile. 

'* Well, Hans, if you are going to sell your skates," said 

Annie, somewhat confused, ** I mean if jovl weD, 

I know somebody who would like to buy them — that's 
all. You won't get half price for them in Amsteidanu 
JPlease give them to me. I'll take you the moiiej this 
very afternoon." 

'* Annie, " he said, taking off the skates, and robbing 
them carefully with a snarl of twine before lin-Tiflwg 
them to her, '' I am sorry to be so particular ; but 
if your friend should not want them, will you faring 
them back to me to-day? I must buy peat and meal 
for the mother early to-morrow morning." 

"My friend tcill want them," laughed Annie, nodding 
gaily, and skating off at the top of her speed. 
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XXXIV. 

LOOKING FOB WORK. 

It was as mnch as Hans could do to get on with 
the dnmsy old wooden runners which he had put on; 
stiU he did not regret that he had parted with his 
beautiful skates, but resolutely pushed back the boyish 
trouble that he had not been able to keep them just a 
little longer, at least until after the race. 

Mother surely will not be angry with me, he thought, 
for selling them without her leave. She has had care 
enough already. It will be ftdl time to speak of it 
when I take home the money. 

Hans went up and down the streets of Amsterdam 
that day, looking for work. He succeeded in earning 
a few stivers by assisting a man who was driving a 
train of loaded mules into the city, but he could not 
secure steady employment anywhere. He would have 
been glad to obtain a situation as porter or errand-boy, 
but" though he passed, on his way, many a loitering 
shuffling urchin laden with bundles, there was no place 
for him. Some shopkeepers had just supplied them- 
selves ; others needed a trimmer, more lightly built 
fellow (they meant better dressed, but did not choose 
to say so) ; others told him to call ^^^kstl "xa. ^ -\£:^^-"ci^ 



236 The Silver Skates. 

or two, when tke canals wonld probably be broken 
np; and many shook iheir heads at him without saying 
a word. 

At the factories he .met with no better Inck. It 
seemed to him that in those great buildings, turning 
out respectively such tremendous quantities of woollen, 
cotton, and linen stuffs, such world-renowned dyes and 
paints, such precious diamonds cut from the rough, 
such supplies of meal, of bricks, of glass, and china — 
that in at least one of these a strong-armed boy, 
able and eager to work, could find something to do. 
But no — ^nearly the same answer met him everywhere, 
"No need of more hands just now. If he had called 
before Nicholas' day they might have given him a job, 
as they were hurried then ; but at present they had 
more boys than they needed." Hans wished they could 
see, just for a moment, his mother and Gretel. He did 
not know how the anxiety of both looked out from 
his eyes, and how, more than once, the gruffest denials 
were uttered with an uncomfortable consciousness that 
the lad ought not to be turned away. Certain fathers, 
when they went home that night, spoke more kindly 
than usual to their own youngsters, from memory of 
a frank young face saddened at their words ; and before 
morning one man actually resolved that if the Broek 
boy came in again, he would instruct his head man 
Blankert to set him at something. 

But Hans knew nothixvg of «lII thla. Towards sun- 
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down lie started on his return to Broek, uncertain 
whetker the strange choking sensation in his throat 
arose from discouragement or resolution. There was 
certainly one more chance. Mynheer van Holp might 
have returned by this time. Master Peter, it was re- 
ported, had gone to Haarlem the night before, to attend 
to something connected with the great Skating Race. 
Still Hans would go and try. 

Fortunately, Peter had returned early that morning. 
He was at home when Hans reached there, and was 
just about starting for the Brinker cottage. 

" Ah, Hans ! " he cried, as the weary boy approached 
the door, " you are the very one I wished to see. Come 
in and warm yourself." 

After tugging at his well-worn hat, which always would 
stick to his head when he was embarrassed, Hans knelt 
down — ^not by way of making a new style of oriental 
salute — nor to worship the goddess of cleanliness who 
presided there — but because his heavy shoes would have 
filled the soul of a Broek housewife with horror. When 
their owner stepped softly into the house, they were left 
outside to act as sentinels until his return. 



Hans left the Van Holp mansion with a lightened heart. 
Peter had brought word from Haarlem that young Brinker 
was to commence working upon the summer-house doors 
immediately. There was a comfortable workshop on the 
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place, and it was to be at liis service until the carving was 
done. 

Peter did not tell Hans that he had skated all the way 
to Haarlem for the purpose of arranging this plan with 
Mynheer van Holp. It was enough for him to see the 
glad eager look rise on yonng Brinker's face. 

" I ihvnJc I can do it," said Hans, "though I have never 
learned the trade." 

" I am 8we you can," responded Peter, hearfcilj. "You 
will find every tool you require in the workshop. It is 
nearly hidden yonder by that wall of twigs. In Bmnmer, 
when the hedge is green, one cannot see the shop from 
here at all. How is your father to-day ? " 

"Better, mynheer — ^he improves every hour.'* 

" It is the most astonishing thing I ever heard of. That 
ruff old doctor is a great fellow after all." 

" Ah ! mynheer," said Hans, warmly, " he is more than 
great. He is good. But for the meester's kind heart 
and great skill my poor father wpuld yet be in the dark. 
I think, mynheer," he added, with kindling eyes, " that 
surgery is the noblest science in the world! " 

Peter shrugged his shoulders. " Very noble it may be, 
but not quite to my taste. This Dr. Boekman certainly 
has skiU. As for his heart — defend me from such hearts 
as his." 

" Why do you say so, mynheer ? " asked Hans. 

Just then a lady slowly entered from an adjoining 
apartment. It was Mevrouw van Holp, arrayed in the 
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grandest of caps, and tlie longest of satin aprons ruffled 
with lace. She nodded placidly as Hans stepped back 
from the fire, bowing as well as he knew how. 

Peter at once drew a high-backed oaken chair towards 
the fire, and the lady seated herself. There was a block 
of cork on each side of the chimney-place. One of these 
he placed under his mother's feet. 

Hans turned to go. 

"Wait a moment, if yon please, young man," said 
the lady. "I accidentally overheard you and my son 
speaking, I think, of my friend Dr. Bookman. You are 
right, young man. Dr. Boekman has a very kind 
heart. You perceive, Peter, we may be quite mistaken in 
judging of a person solely by their manners, though a 
courteous deportment is by no means to be despised." 

" I intended no disrespect, mother," said Peter, " but 
surely one has no right to go growling and snarling 
through the world, as they say he does." 

"They say. Ah, Peter, *they' means everybody or 
nobody. Surgeon Boekman has had a great sorrow. 
Many years ago he lost his only child, under very painful 
circumstances — a fine lad, except that he was a thonght too 
hasty and high-spirited. Before then Gerard Boekman 
was one of the most agreeable gentlemen I ever knew." 

So saying, Mevrouw van Holp, looking kindly upon the 
two boys, arose and left the room with the same dignity 
with which she had entered. 

Peter, only half convinced, muttered something about 
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" the sin of allowing sorrow to turn all one's honey into 
gall," as be conducted his visitor to the narrow side-door. 
Before they parted, he advised Hans to keep himself in 
good skating order, "for," he added, "now that your 
father is all right, you will be in fine spirits for the race. 
Tbat will be the prettiest skatiAg show ever seen in tbis 
part of the world. Everybody is talking of it ; you are 
to try for the prize, remember." 

" I shall not be in the race, mynheer," said Hans, 
looking down. 

" Not be in tbe race ! Wby not, indeed ? " and imme- 
diately Peter's thoughts swept on a ftdl tide of suspicion 
towards Carl Schummel. 

"Because I cannot, mynheer," answered Hans, as he 
bent to slip his feet into his big shoes. 

Something in the boy's manner warned Peter that it 
would be no kindness to press tbe matter further. He 
bade Hans " good-bye," and stood thoughtfully watching 
him as he walked away. 

In a minute Peter called out,— 

"HonsBrinker!" 

" Yes, mynheer." 

" I'll take back all I said about Dr. Bookman." 

" Yes, mynheer," 

Both were laughing. But Peter's smile changed to a 
look of puzzled surprise when he saw Hans kneel down 
by the canal and put on the wooden skates. 

"Very queer," muttered Petes, ^hakln^ bis head as 
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he tnmed to go into the house, " why in the world don't 
the boy wear his new iron ones ? " 



XXXV. 

THE SEARCH FOB THE TREASURE. 

The snn had gone down quite out of sight when our 
hero, with a happy heart, having jerked off the wooden 
"runners,** trudged hopefully towards the tiny hut-like 
building, known of old as the idiot's cottage. 

Duller eyes than his would have discerned two slight 
figures moving near the doorway. 

That grey, well-patched jacket and the dull blue skirt, 
covered with an apron of still duller blue, that faded, 
close-fitting cap, and those quick little feet in their great 
boat-like shoes, they were Gretel's of course. He would 
have known them anywhere. 

That bright coquettish red jacket, with its pretty skirt, 
bordered with black, that graceful cap bobbing over the 
gold ear-rings, that dainty apron, and those snug leather 
shoes that seemed to have gi'own with the feet — Hans 
knew they were Annie's. 

The two girls were slowly pacing up and down in 
front of the cottage. Their arms were entwined^ q€ 
course, and their heads were no^^m^ «xA ^^^ksss% ^a»» 



242 Th€ Silver Skates. 

empliatically as if all the affairs of the kingdoza were 
under discussion. 

With a joyous shout, Hans hastened towards them. 

" Huzza, girls, IVe found work ! " 

This brought his mother to the cottage door. 

She, too, had pleasant tidings. The father was still 
improving. He had been sitting up nearly all day, and 
was now sleeping, as Dame Brinker declared, "just as 
quiet as a lamb." 

" It is my turn now, Hans," said Annie, drawing him 
aside after he had told his mother the good new^s from 
Mynheer van Holp. "Your skates are sold, and here's 
the money." 

" Seven guilders ! " cried Hans, counting the pieces in 
astonishment ; " why, that is three times as much as I paid 
for them ! " 

" I cannot help that," said Annie. " If the buyer knew 
no better, it is not our fault." 

Hans looked up quickly. 

"Oh, Annie!" 

" Oh, Hans ! " she mimicked, pursing her lips, and 
trying to look desperately wicked and unprincipled. 

" Now, Annie, I know you would never m.ean that ! 
You must return some of this money." 

"But I'll not do any such thing," insisted Annie; 
" they're sold, dnd that's an end of it ; " then, seeing that 
he looked really pained, she added in a lower tone, — 

" Will you believe me, Hans, when I say that there has 
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been no mistake — ^that the person who bonght yonr skates 
insisted upon paying seven gailders for them ? " 

"I will," he answered — and the light from his clear 
bine eyes seemed to settle and sparkle nnder Annie's 



Dame Brinker was delighted at the sight of so much 
silver, bnt when ^e learned that Hans had parted 
with his treasures to obtain it, she sighed, as she ex- 
claimed, — 

" Bless thee, child, that will be a sore loss for thee !^ 

" Here, mother," said the boy, plnnging his hands far 
into his pocket, "here is more — ^we diaU be rich if we 
keep on ! " 

" Ay, indeed," she answered, eagerly reaching forth her 
hand. Then, lowering her Toice, she added, " we would 
be rich bnt for that Jan Kamphnisen. He was at the 
willow tree years ago, Hans — depend npon it ! " 

*' Indeed, it seems likely," sighed Hans ; " well, mother, 
we mnst give np the money bravely. It is certainly gone ; 
the father has told ns all he knows. Let ns think no 
more about it." 

" Thou'rt a good boy, Hans — I shall try, but it's hard, 
and my poor man wanting so many comforts." 

" Mother, when was the wfllow, near which we were 
digging last night, planted P " asked Hans, as if a new 
idea had struck him. 

"Why, brother Hans! what is the matter? What 
are you going to do? " 

B 2 
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'^ Wait and see ! " answered Hans, as he plunged into 
the cottage and came ont again, aJl in an instant^ bearing 
the spade and ysbreeker in his hands. 

Baff Brinker still slept sonndly ; his wife took a smaH 
block of peat from her nearly exhausted store, and put 
it upon the embers. Then, opening the door, she called 
gently,— 

" Come in, children." 

" Mother ! mother ! See here ! " shouted Hans. 

" Why, what ails the boy ! " exclaimed the dame, spring- 
ing over the door-step. 

" Come quick, mother," he cried, in great excitement, 
working with all his might, and driving in the ysbreeker 
at each word. "Don't you see? This is the spot — 
right here on the south side of the stump. Why didn't 
we think of it last night ? The stump is the old willow 
tree — the one you cut down last spring because it shaded 
the potatoes. That little tree wasn't here when father — 
Huzzah!" 

Dame Brinker could not speak. She dropt on her 
knees beside Hans just in time to see him drag forth — 
the old stone pot ! 

He thrust in his hand and took out — a piece of brick — 
then another — then another — then the stocking and the 
pouch, black and mouldy, but filled with the long-lost 
treasure ! " 

Such a time! Such laughing! Such crying! Such 
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counting, after they went into the cottage! It was a 
wonder that Raff did not waken. His dreams were 
pleasant, however, for he smiled in his sleep. 

Dame Brinker and her children had a fine snpper, I 
can assure you. No need of saving the delicacies now. 

"We'll get father some nice fresh things to-morrow," 
said the dame, as she brought forth cold meat, wine, 
bread, and jelly, and placed them on the clean pine table. 
" Sit down, children, sit down." 



XXX.V1. 

THE MYSTERIOUS WATCH. 



Something has been said of a watch that for ten long 
years had been so jealously guarded by Raff's faithftil 
vrouw. Through many an hour of sore temptation she 
had dreaded almost to look upon it, lest she might be 
tempted to disobey her husband's request. It had been 
hard to see her children hungry, and to know that the 
watch, if sold, would enable the roses to bloom in their 
cheeks again — "But nay," she would exclaim, "Meitje 
Brinker is not one to forget her man's last bidding, 
come what may." 

" Take good care of this, mine vrouw," he had said, 
as he handed it to her — ^that was all. No explanation 
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followed, for the words were scarcely spoken, when one 
of his fellow-workmen rnshed into the cottage, dying, 
^ Gome, man ! the waters are rising I jon're wanted on 
the dykes." 

Boff had started at once, and that, as 'Dame Brinker 
has already told you, was the last she saw of hiTw in 
his right mind. 

On the day when Hans was in Amsterdam looking 
for work, and Gretel, after performing her household 
labours, was wandering about in search of chips, twigs 
— anything that could be burned, Dame Brinker, with 
suppressed excitement, had laid the watch in her husband's 
hand. 

" It wasn't in reason," as she afterwards said to Hans, 
" to wait any longer, when a word from the father would 
settle all; no woman living but would want to know 
how he came by that watch." Raff Brinker turned 
the bright polished thing over and over in his hand — 
then he examined the bit of smoothly ironed black 
ribbon i fastened to it ; he seemed hardly to recognize 
it. At last he said, "Ah, I remember this! Why, 
you've been rubbing it, vrouw, tilL it shines like a new 
guilder." 

"Ay," said Dame Brinker, nodding her head com- 
placently. 

Raff looked at it again. " Poor boy ! " he murmured, 
then fell into a brown study. 

This was too much. £oe ^e Qjasina. ""^Ck<sc boy ! " she 
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eclioed, somewhat tartly. "What do yon think I'm 
standing here for, BaflT Brinker, and my spinning 
a- waiting, if not to hear more than that ? " 

" I told ye all, long since," said Raff positively, as he 
looked np in snrprise. 

" Indeed, and yon never did ! " retorted the vronw. 

" Well, if not — since it's no affair of ours — we'U say 
no more abont it," said Raff, shaking his head sadly ; 
" like enongh while I've been dead on the earth, all this 
time, the poor boy's died and been in Heaven. He 
looked near enongh to it, poor lad ! " 

" Raff Brinker ! If yon're going to treat me this 
way, and I nnrsing yon and bearing with yon since I, 
was twenty-two years old, it's a shame! ay, and a 
disgrace," cried the vronw, growing qnite red, and 
scant of breath. 

Raff's voice was feeble yet. "Treat yon wliat way, 
Meitje ? " 

"What way?" said Dame Brinker, mimicking his 
voice and manner, "what way? why, jnst as every 
woman in the world is treated after she's stood by a 
man throngh the worst, like a " 

"Meitje!" 

Raff was leaning forward, with ontstretched arms. 
His eyes were fall of tears. 

In an instant Dame Brinker was at his feet, clasping 
his hands in hers. 

" Oh ! what have I done ? Made my ^00^ isisss^ ^sc^ , 
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and he not back with me fonr days! Look np. Raff! 
nay, Raff, my own boy, I*m sorry I hurt thee. It's hard 
not to be told about the watch after waiting ten years 
to know — but I'll ask thee no more. Raff. Here, we'll 
put the thing away that's made the first trouble between 
us, after God just giving thee back to me." 

" I was a fool to cry, Meitje," he said, kissing her, 
" and it's no more than right ye should know the truth. 
But it seemed like it might be telling the secrets of the 
dead to talk about the matter." 

"Is the man — the lad— thou wert talking of dead, 
think thee ? " asked the vrouw, hiding the watch in her 
hand, but seating herself, expectantly, on the end of his 
long foot-bench. 

" It's hard telling," he answered. 

" Was he so sick. Raff? " 
• " No, not sick, I may say ; but troubled, vrouw — ^very 
troubled." 

" Had he done any wrong, think ye ? " she asked, 
lowering her voice. 

Raff nodded. 

" Murder ? " whispered die wife, not daring to look up. 

" He said it was like to that, indeed." 

"Oh! Raff, you frighten me — ^tell me more — you 
speak so strange — ^and you tremble. I must know 
all," 

"If I tremble, mine vrouw, it must be from the 
fever. There is no guilt on my soul, thank Grod ! " 
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" Take a sip of this wine, Baff. There, now yon are 
better. It was like to a crime, yon were saying." 

" Ay, Meitje, like to mnrder ; that he told me himself. 
Bnt I'll never believe it. A likely lad, fresh and honest- 
looking as oiir own yonngster, bnt with something not 
so bold and straight abont him." 

" Ay, I know," said the dame, gently, fearing to 
interrupt the story. 

"He came upon me quite sudden," continued Raff. 
" I had never seen his face before, the palest, frightenedest 
face that ever was. He caught me by the arm — * You 
look like an honest man,' says he." 

"Ay, he was right in that," interrupted the dame, 
emphatically. 

Raff looked somewhat bewildered. 

" Where was I, mine vrouw ? " 

"The lad took hold of your arm. Raff," she said, 
gazing at him anxiously. 

"Ay, so. The words come awkward to me, and 
everything is half like a dream, ye see." 

" S-stut ! What wonder, poor man," sighed the dame, 
stroking his hand. " If ye had not head enough for 
a dozen, the wit would never have come to ye again. 
Well, the lad caught ye by the arm, and said ye looked 
honest (well he might!) What then? Was it noon- 
time ? " 

" Nay, before daylight — long before early chimes." 

" It was the same day you were hurt," said the dame. 
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" I know it seemed you went to yonr work in the 
middle of the night. Yon le£b off, wliere ha caught your 
arm^Boff." 

^' Yes," resmned her hnsband — '^and J can see Ms £ice 
this minute — so white and wild-looikdng; < Take me down 
the river a way,' says he. I was workings then^yoall 
remember, far down on the line, across from Amsterdam. 
I told him I was no boatman. ' It*s an afiOair of life and 
death,' says he ; ' take me on a few miles — ^yonder skiff is 
not locked, but it may be a poor man's boat, and I'd be 
loath to rob him 1 ' (The words might differ somewliat 
from those I speak, vronw, for it's all like a dream.) 
Well, I took him down ; it might be six or eight miles, 
and then he said he could run the rest of the way on 
shore. I was in haste to get the boat back. Before 
he jumped out, he says, sobbing-like,. 'I can trust yon, 
I've done a thing — Q-od knows I never intended it — but 
the man is dead. I must fly from Holland.' "" 

"What was it, did he say, Eaff? Had he been shooting 
at a comrade, like they do down at the Universiiy at 
Gottingen ? " 

" I can't recall that. Mayhap he told me ; but it's all 
like a dream. I said it wasn't for me, a good Hollander, 
to cheat the laws of my country by helping him off that 
way; but he kept saying "God knows I am innocent! ' 
and looked at me in the starlight as fair, now^ and 
clear-eyed as our little Hans might — and I just pulled 
away faster." 
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'^ It must haye been, Jan Kamplmisexi'a boat^" remained 
Dame Brinker, dryly ; ** none other would have left 1u£E 
oars out that careleai," 

" Ay — it was Jan's boat, sure enough. The man will 
be coming in to see me Sunday, likely, if he's heard; 
and young Hoogsvliet too. Where was I ? " 

" Where were you ? Why, not very far, forsooth — the 
lad hadn't yet given ye the watch — alack, I misgive 
whether he came by it honestly!" 

" Why, vrouw," exclaimed Eaff, in an injured tone, 
'' he was dressed soft and fine as the prince himself. 
The watch was his own, clear enough." 

"How came he to give it upP" asked the dame, 
looking uneasily at the fire, for it needed another block 
of peat. 

" I told ye just now," he answered, with, a puzzled air. 

" Tell me again," said Dame Brinker, wisely wsErding 
off another digression. 

" Well, just before jumping from the boat, he says, 
handing me the watch, * I'm flying from my country as 
I never thought I could. I'll trust you because you look 
honest. Will you take this to my father — not to-day, but 
in a week, and tell him his unhappy boy sent it ; and tell 
him if ever the time comes that he wants me to come 
back to him, I'll brave everything and come. TeU him 
to send a letter to — to' — there, the rest is all gone fraok 
me. I ccmH remember where the letter was to go. Poor 
lad ! poor lad ! " resumed Raff, sorrowfully, taking the 
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watch from his vrouw's lap, as he spoke — " and it's never 
been sent to his &ther to this day." 

" I'll take it, Raff, never fear — ^the moment Qretel 
gets back. She will be in soon. What was the father's 
name, did yon say ? Where were yon to find him ? " 

" Alack ! " answered Raff, speaking very slowly, " it's 
all slipped me. I can see the lad's face, and his great 
eyes, jnst as plain — and I remember his opening the 
watch, and snatching something from it and kissing it 
— but no more. All the rest whirls past me ; there's a 
kind of sonnd like; rushing waters comes over me when 
I try to think." 

" Ay, that's plain to see, Raff; but I've had the same 
feeling after a fever. You're tired now — I must get ye 
straight on the bed again. Where is the child, I wonder?" 

Dame Brinker opened the door, and called, " Gretel! 
(Jretel!" 

" Stand aside, vrouw," said Raff, feebly, as he leaned 
forward, and endeavoured to look out upon the bare 
landscape, " I've half a mind to stand beyond the door 
just once." 

" Nay, nay," she laughed, " I'll tell the meester how 
ye tease, and fidget, and bother, to be let out in the 
air; and if he says it, I'll bundle ye warm to-morrow, 
and give ye a turn on your feet. But I'm freezing you 
with this door open. I declare, if there isn't Gretel with 
her apron full, skating on the canal, like wild! Why, 
man," she continued, almost in a scream, as she slammed 
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the door, " thon'rt walking to the bed without my 
touching thee! Thou'lt fall!" 

The dame's " thee" proved her mingled fear and 
delight, even more than the msh which she made 
towards her husband. Soon he was comfortably settled 
under the new cover, declaring, as his vrouw tucked him 
in snug and warm, that it was the last daylight that 
should see him abed. 

** Ay ! i can hope it myself," laughed Dame Brinker, 
" now you have been frisking about at that rate." As 
Baff closed his eyes, the dame hastened to revive her 
fire, or rather to dull it ; for Dutch peat is like a Dutch- 
man, slow to kindle, but very good at a blaze when once 
started. Then putting her neglected spinning-wheel 
away, she drew forth her knitting from some invisible 
pocket and seated herself by the bedside. 

" If you could remember that man's name. Raff," she 
began cautiously, " I might take the watch to him, while 
you're sleeping ; Gretel can't but be in soon*" 

Eaff tried to think ; but in vain. 

" Could it be Boomphoffen," suggested the dame. 
" I've heard how they've had two sons turn out bad — 
Gerard and Lambert P" 

" It might be," said Raff; ** look if there's letters on 
the watch ; that'll ^uide us some." 

" Bless thee, man," cried the happy dame, eagerly 
lifting the watch, " why, thou'rt sharper than ever ! Sure 
enough here's letters! * L. J. B.' That's Lambert 
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BoomplioffiBn, you may depend ; wliat the J is for I can't 
say; but they used to be ^rand kind o' people, Ingb- 
feathered as fancy fowl. Just the kind to give their 
children all double names, -which isn't scripture anyway." 

" I don't know about that, vrouw. Seems to me there's 
long mixed names in the Holy Book, hard enough to 
make out. But you've got the right guess at a jump. 
It was your way always," said Raff, closing his eyes; 
" take the watch to Boompkinks and try.*' 

"Not Boompkinks ; I know no such name; it's Boomp- 
hoffen." 

" Ay, take it there.'* 

" Take it there, man ! wliy, the whole brood of *em's 
been gone to America i;hese four years. But go to sleep, 
Baff ; you look pale and out of strength. It'll all come 
to you, what's best to do, in the morning. 

" So, Mistress Gretel, here you are at last ! " 

Before Raff awoke that evening, the guilders were once 
more safely locked in the big chest, and Dame Brinker 
and the children were fering sumptuously on meat and 
white bread and wine. 

So the mother, in the joy of her heart, told them the 
story of the watch as far as she deemed it prudent to 
divulge it. It was no more than fair, she thought, that 
the poor things should know, after keeping the secret so 
safe, ever since they had been old enough to know a&y- 
ibing. 
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XXXVIL 

A DISCOYEET. * 

The next sun brought a busy day to the Brinkers. 

In the first place, the news of the thonsacnd guilders had 
of eonrse to be told to the Mher. Snch tidings as that 
surely could not harm him. Then, while Gretel was dili- 
gently obeying her mother's injunction to "clean -the place 
fresh as a new brewing," Hans and the dame sallied forth 
to revel in the purchasing of peat and provisions. 

Hans was careless and contented ; the dame 'was filled 
with delightM anxieties caused by the tinreasonable 
demands of ten thousand guilders' worth of new wants 
that had sprung up like mushrooms in a single night. The 
happy woman talked so largely to Hans on their way to 
Amsterdam, and brought back such little bundles after 
all, that he scratched his bewildered head as he leaned 
against tiie chimney-piece, wondering whether "bigger 
the pouch, tighter the string" was in Jacob Cats, and 
therefore true, or whether he had dreamed it when he 
lay in a fever. 

" What thinking on, Big-Eyes ? " chirruped his mother 
half reading his thoughts as she bustled about, preparing 
the dinner. "What thinking on? Why, Raff, would ye 
believe it, the child thought to carry half Amsterdam badk 
on his head ! Bless us ! he would have bought as much 
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coffee as would have filled this fire-pot; *No— no — ^my lad,' 
says I, ' no time for leaks when the ship is rich laden'— 
and then how he stared — ^ay — just as he stares this minute. 
Hoot, lad ! fly around a mite. Ye'll grow to the chimney- 
place with your staring and wondering. Now, Raff, here's 
your chair at the head of the table, where it should be ; for 
there's A man to the house now — ^I'd say it to the king's 
face. Ay, that's the way — ^lean on Hans; there's a strong 
staff for you ! growing like a weed, too, and it seems only 
yesterday since he was toddling. Sit down, my man, sit 
down." 

"Can you call to mind, vrouw," said Baff, settling 
himself cautiously in the big chair, "the wonderful 
music-box that cheered your working in the big house 
at Heidelberg ? " 

" Ay, that I can," answered the dame ; " three turns of 
a brass key, and the witchy thing would send the music 
fairly running up and down one's back — ^I remember it 
well — but Baff" (growing solemn in an instant), "you 
would never throw our guilders away for a thing like 
that?" 

" No, no, not I, vrouw — for the good Lord has already 
given me a music-box without pay." 

All three cast quick Mghtened glances at one another 
and at Raff — were his wits on the wing again ? 

" Ay, and a music-box that fifty pouch-ftill would not 
buy fi:om me," insisted Raff; "and it's set going by the 
turn of a mop-handle, and it slips and glides round the 
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room, everywhere in a flash, carrying the music about till 
you'd swear the birds were back again." 

" What's in the man ? " cried the dame. 

*' Comfort and joy, vrouw, that's what's in him ! Ask 
Gretel — ask my little music-box, Gretel — if your man has 
lacked comfort and joy this day." 

"Not he, mother," laughed Gretel. "He's been mf 
music-box, too. We sang together half the time you were- 
gone." 

"Ay, so," said the dame, greatly relieved. "Now,. 
Hans, youll never get through with a piece like that;; 
but never mind, chick, thou'st had a long fasting; here,. 
Gretel, take another slice of the sausage ; it'll put blood 
in your cheeks." 

After dinner, the afiSsdr of the watch was talked over> 
and the mysterious initials duly discussed. 

Hans had just pushed back his stool, intending to 
start at once for Mynheer van Holp's, and his mother 
had risen to put the watch away in its old hiding-place,, 
when they heard the sound of wheels upon the frozen 
ground. 

Some one knocked at the door, opening it at the same 
time. 

" Come in," stammered Dame Brinker, hastily trying to 
hide the watch in her bosom. " Oh ! is it you, mynheer ! 
Good day ; the &ther is nearly well, as you see. It's a poor 
place to greet you in, mynheer, and the dinner not cleared 
away." 

8 
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Dr. Boekman scarcely noticed the dame'a apologj. He 

was evidently in haste. 

'< Ahem ! " he ezdaimed, ^' not needed here, I p erc ei ve. 
The patient is mending &fit." 

'< Well he may, mynheer/' cried the daxne^ ^fiir only hek 
night we found a thousand gnilders that's been lost to ns 
these ten years." 

Dr. Boekman opened his eyes. 

" Yes, mynheer," said Raff. " I bid the vronw tell yon, 
thongh it's to be held a secret among ns, tar J see yon can 
keep yonr lips closed aa well as any man." 

The doctor scowled. He never liked persoxial ivmarics. 

"Now, mynheer," continned Baff, "yoa can take yonr 
rightful pay. God knows yon have earned it, if bringing 
such a poor tool back to the world, and his &milyy can be 
called a service. Tell the vrouw what's to pay, mynheer ; 
she will hand out the sum right willingly," 

"Tnt! tut!" said the doctor, kindly,, "say Tinfjilng 
about money. I can find plenty of such pay any time, 
but gratitude comes seldom. That boy's '-fliaiifc yon,' " he 
added, nodding sideways towards Hans, " was pay enong^ 
for me." 

" Like enough ye have a boy of your own," said Dame 
Brinker, quite delighted to see the great man becoming 
so sociable. 

Dr. Boekman's good nature vanished at once. He gave 
a growl (ai least, it seemed so to G-retel), batmadB no 
actual reply. 
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" Do not think the ttouw meddlesome, mynheer," said 
Baff; ''she has been sore touched of late about a lad 
whose folks have gone away, none know where ; and I 
had a message for them from the yomig gentleman." 

'' The name was Boomphofien," said 1^ dame eageiiy. 
*' Do you know aught of tiie ftanily, mynheer?" 

The doctor's reply was brief and gruff. 

" Yes. A troubl(96omB set. They went long since to 
America." 

" It might be, Raff," persisted Dame Brinker, timidly, 
"that the meester knows somebody in tiiat country, 
ihough Fm told: they are mostij: SK^raiges aver there. If 
he could get the watch to the Boomphoffena witibi the poor 
lad's message, it would be a most blessed* iiiing." 

" Tut ! yrouw, why pester the good meester, and dying 
men and' women waniing' him: evttry where; How do ye 
know ye have the true namaeP" 

"I'm sure of it," she» replied: "They had a son 
Lambert, and theref's an L fbr Lambert asid^ a B for 
Bootaphoffen, on the back;- though, to (be sure, there'is an 
odd J, too ; but the meester can look ^sr himseKl"' 

So saying, she drew fortft the watch. 

"L. J. Bl !" cried Dr. Bookman, qnuiging towordk 
her. 

Why attempt td? describe^ tlie scene that followed ? I 
need only say that the lad^EF message was driiverei to his 
father at lasb^ddi^iered/ wikile' the greair eFoi^eon: was 
sobbing like a little child! 
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" Laurens ! my Lanrens ! " he cried, gazing with yearn- 
ing eyes at the watch as he held it tenderly in his palm. 
"Ah, if I had but known sooner! Lanrens a homeless 
wanderer — Great Heaven ! ho may be snfi^rin^, dying at 
this moment! Think, man, where is he? Where did 
my boy say the letter must be sent ? " 

Baff shook his head sadly. 

"Think!" implored the doctor. Surely the memory 
so lately awakened through his aid conld not re^e to 
serve him in a moment like this. 

" It is all gone, mynheer," sighed Raff. 

Hans, forgetting distinction in rank and station, for- 
getting everything but that his good friend was in trouble, 
threw his arms round the doctor's neck. 

" I can find your son, mynheer. If aUve, he. is somewhere. 
The earth is not so very large ; I will devote every day of 
my life to the search. Mother can spare me, now. You 
are rich, mynheer ; send me where you will." 

Gretel began to cry. It was right for Hans to go; 
but how could they ever live without him ? 

Dr. Bookman made no reply, neither did he push 
Hans away. His eyes were fixed anxiously npon Raff 
Brinker. Suddenly he lifted the watch, and with trem- 
bling eagerness attempted to open it. Its stifiened spring 
yielded at last; the case fiew open, disclosing a watch- 
paper in the back bearing a group of blue forget-me-nots. 
Rafi*, seeing a shade of intense disappointment pass over 
the doctor's face, hastened to say, — 
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"There was something else in it, mynheer, but the 
young gentleman tore it out before lie handed it to me. 
I saw him kiss it as he put it away." 

" It was his mother's picture," moaned the doctor ; " she 
died when he was ten years old. Thank God ! the boy 
liad not forgotten. Both dead ? It is impossible ! " he 
cried, starting up. "My boy is alive. You shall hear 
his story. Laurens acted as my assistant. By mistake 
he portioned out the wrong medicine for one of my 
patients — a deadly poison — but it was never administered, 
for I discovered the error in time. The man died that day. 
I was detained with other bad cases until the next evening. 
When I reached home, my boy was gone. Poor Laurens! " 
sobbed the doctor, breaking down completely, "never 
to bear from me through all these years. His message 
disregarded. Oh, what must he have suffered ! " 

Dame Brinker ventured to speak. Anything was better 
than to see the meester cry. 

"It is a mercy to know the young gentleman was 
innocent. Ah, how he fretted ! Telling you. Raff, that 
his crime was like unto murder. It was sending the 
wrong physic he meant. Crime, indeed! why, our own 
Gretel might have done that! Like enough the poor 
young gentleman heard that the man was dead — ^that's 
why he ran, mynheer. He said, you know. Raff, that he 
never could come back to Holland again, unless" — she 
hesitated — "ah, your honour, ten years is a dreary time 
to be waiting to hear from " 
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" fiist, vrouw ! " said Raff, sbarply. 

<< Waiting to hear," groaned the doGtar, ^aad I, like a 
fool, sitting stabbomly at home, thinking' \ke ihad alittii- 
doned me. I neyer dreamed, Brinker, 'iha;t ilie hoj had 
discovered the mistake. I believed it was yontiiifal foOj 
— -ingratitude— -love of adventure, that aent liini awaj. 
My poor, poor Lanrens ! " 

"But you know all, now, mynheer," whispered Hans. 
" You know he was innocent of wrong, -that Jbe loved yon 
and his dead mother. We will £nd him. Yon ahall see 
"hi-nri again, dear meester." 

" God bless you ! " said Dr. Bookman, seizing the boy's 
hand ; "it may be as you say. I shall try — ^I shall try— 
and, Brinker, if ever the £Edntest gleam of recollectioii 
concerning him should come to you, you wiU send me 
word at once ? " 

" Indeed we wiU ! " cried all but Hans, whose «ileiit 
promise would have satisfied ihe doctor even had tibe 
others not spoken. 

"Your boy's eyes," he said, turning to Dame Brinker, 
"are strangely like my son's. The first time I met; 
him it seemed that Laurens himself was looking at 
me. 

"Ay, mynheer," replied the mother, proudly. " I have 
marked that you were much drawn to the child." 

'For a few moments the meester seemed lost in -thought ; 
then, arousing himself, he spoke in a new voice,— 

"Forgive me, Raff Brinker, for this tnmnlt. Do not 
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feel distressed on my account. I leave yonr lionse to-day 
a happier man than I have been for many a long year. 
Shall I take the watch P" 

" Certainly you must, mynheer. It was your son's 
wish." 

"Even so," responded the doctor — regarding his 
treasure with a queer frown, for his face could not 
throw off its bad habits in an hour — "even so. And 
now I must be gone. No medicine is needed by my 
patient; only peace and cheerfdlness, and both are here 
in plenty. Heaven bless you, my good friends ! I 
shall ever be gratefid to you." 

" May Heaven bless you, too, mynheer, and may 
you soon find the dear young gentleman!" said Dame 
Brinker earnestly, after hurriedly wiping her eyes upon 
the comer of her apron. 

Raff uttered a hearty " Amen ! " and Gretel threw 
such a wistfal eager glance at the doctor, that he 
patted her head as he turned to leave the cottage. 

Hans went out also. 

" When I can serve you, mynheer, I am ready." 

" Yery well, boy," replied Dr. Bookman -with peculiar 
mildness. " Tell them, within, to say nothing of what 
has just passed. Meantime, Hans, when you are 
with your fether, watch his mood. You have tact. 
At any moment he may suddenly be able to tell us 
more. 

" Trust me for that, mynheer." 
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" Good day, mj boy ! " cried the doctor^ as be sprai^ 
into his stately coach. 

*' Aha! " thought Hans, as it rolled away, *' the meester 
has more life in him than I thought." 



XXXViil. 

THE RACE. 



The Twentieth of December came at last, bringing 
with it the perfection of winter weather. All over 
the level landscape lay the warm sunlight. It tried 
its power on lake, canal, and river ; but th^ ice flashed 
defiance and showed no sign of melting. The very 
weather-cocks stood still to enjoy the sight. This gave 
the windmills a holiday. Nearly all the past week 
they had been whirling briskly ; now, being rather out 
of breath, they rocked lazily in the clear still air. 
Catch a windmill working when the weather-cocks 
have nothing to do! 

There was an end to grinding, crushing, and sawing 
for that day. It was a good thing for the millers near 
Broek. Long before ijoon they resolved to take in 
their sails, and go to the race. Everybody would be 
there — already the north side of the frozen Y was 
bordered with eager spectators ; the news of the great 
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skating matcli had travelled far and wide. Men, women, 
and children in holiday attire were flocking towards the 
spot. Some wore ftirs, and wintry cloaks or shawls ; 
but many, consulting their feelings rather than the 
almanack, were dressed as for an October day. 

The site selected for the race was a faultless plain 
of ice near Amsterdam, on that great arm of the 
Zuider Zee which Dutchmen of course must call — the 
Eye. The townspeople turned out in large numbers. 
Strangers in the city deemed it a fine chance to see 
what was to be seen. Many a peasant from the north- 
ward had wisely chosen the Twentieth as the day for 
the next city-trading. It seemed that everybody, young 
and old, who had wheels, skates, or feet at command, 
had hastened to the scene. 

There were the gentry in their coaches, dressed 
like Parisians, fi^sh from the Boulevards; Amsterdam 
children in charity uniforms ; girls from the Roman 
Catholic Orphan House, in sable gowns and white 
head-bands ; boys from the Burgher Asylum, with 
their black tights and short-skirted harlequin coats.* 
There were old-fashioned gentlemen in cocked hats and 
velvet knee-breeches; old-fashioned ladies, too, in stiff 

* This 18 not said in derision. Both the girls and boys of this 
Institution wear garments quartered in red and black, alternately. By 
making the dress thus conspicuous, the children are, in a measure, 
deterred from wrong-doing while going about the city. The Burgher 
Orphan Asylum affords a comfortable home to several hundred boys and 
girls. 
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quilted skirts and bodies of damOing brocade. These 
were accompanied by servants bearing foot-stoYes and 
cloaks. There were the peasant &lk Axrayed in every 
possible Dutch costome ; shy young rostics in braaen 
buckles ; simple village maidens conoealixig their fl»-Tm 
hair under fillets of gold ; women whose long 
narrow aprons were stiff with embroidery; women 
with short corkscrew curls hanging ovrer their fore, 
heads ; women with shaved heads and dose-fitting 
caps, and women in striped skirts and windmill bonnek 
Men in leather, in homespun, in velvet and broad- 
cloth; burghers in model European attire, and burghers 
in short jackets, wide trousers, and steep].e-crowiied 
hats. 

There were beautiful Friesland girls in wooden shoes 
and coarse petticoats, with solid gold crescents encir- 
cling their heads, finished at each temple with a golden 
rosette, and hung with lace a century old. Some wore 
necklaces, pendants, and ear-rings of the purest gold. 
Many were content with gilt or even vrith brass; but 
it is not an uncommon thing for a Friesland woman to 
have all the fiamily treasure in her head-gear. More 
than one rustic lass displayed the value of two thousand 
guilders upon her head that day. 

Scattered throughout the crowd were peasants firom 
the Island of Marken, with sabots, black stockings, 
and the widest of breeches; also women fix)m Maiden 
with short blue petticoats, and black jackets, gafly 
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figured in front. They wore red sleeves, white aprons, 
and a (»p like a bishop'« mitre over their golden 
hair. 

The children often were bs quaint and odd-looking 
as their jolders. In short, one-third of the crowd 
seemed to have stepped bodily from a collection of 
Dntch paintings. 

Everywhere conld be seen tall women, and stumpy 
men, lively fiioed girls, and youths whose expression 
never changed from sunrise to sunset. 

There seemed to be at least one specimen from 
every known town in Holland. There were Utrecht 
water-bearers, Gronda cheese*makers, Delfb pottery- 
men, Schiedam distillers, Amsterdam diamond-cutters, 
Rotterdam merchants, dried up herring-packers, and 
two sleepy-eyed shepherds frt)m TexeL Every man 
of them had his pipe and tobacco-pouch. Some carried 
what might be called the smoker's complete ontfit — 
a pipe, tobacco, a pricker with which to clean the 
tube, a silver net for protecting the bawl, and a box 
of the strongest of brimstone matches. 

A true Dutchman, you must remember, is rarely without 
his pipe on any possible occasion. He may for a moment 
neglect to breathe, but when the pipe is forgotten, he must 
be dyin^, indeed. There were no such sad cases here. 
Wreaths of smoke were rising from every possible quarter. 
The more fantastic the snu^e wreath, l^e more placid 
and solemn the smoker. 
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Look at those bojs and girls on stilts ! That is a good 
idea. Thcj can see over the heads of the tallest. It is 
strange to see those litUe bodies high in the air, carried 
about on mjsterions legs. Thej have such a resolute look 
on their round faces, what wonder that nervous old gen- 
tlemen, with tender feet, wince and tremble while the 
long-legged little monsters stride past them ! 

You will read in certain books that the Dutch are a 
quiet people. So they are generally — ^but listen : did you 
ever hear such a din ? AH made up of hnman voices — ^no, 
the horses are helping perhaps, and the fiddles are squeiJc- 
ing pitifully (how it must pain fiddles to be tuned !), bat 
the mass of the sound comes from the great vox humana 
that belongs to a crowd. 

That queer little dwarf, going about with a heayy 
basket, winding in and out among the people, helps not a 
little. You can hear his shrill cry above all the oilier 
sounds, " Pjpen en tabac ! Pyi)en en tabac ! " 

Another, his big brother, though evidently some years 
younger, is selling dough-nuts and bon-bons. He is call- 
ing on all pretty children fiar and near to come quickly, 
or the cakes will be gone. 

You know quite a number among the spectators. High 
up in yonder pavilion, erected upon the border of the ice, 
are some persons whom you have seen very lately. In the 
centre is Madame van Gleck. It is her birthday, you re- 
member ; she has the post of honour. There is Mynheer 
van Glcck, whose meerschaum has not really grown fast 
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to Hs lips — it only appears so. There are grandfather 
and grandmother whom you met at the St. Nicholas £<&te. 
Ml the children are with them. It is so mild they have 
bronerht even the baby. The poor little creature is 
swaddled very much after the manner of an Egyptian 
mummy, but it can crow with delight, and when the band 
is playing, open and shut its animated mittens in perfect 
time to the music. 

Grandfiither, with his pipe and spectacles and ftir-cap, 
makes quite a picture as he holds baby upon his knee. 
Perched high upon their canopied platforms, the party can 
see all that is going on. No wonder the ladies look com- 
placently at the glassy ice ; with a stove for a foot-stool 
one might sit cozily beside the North Pole. 

Near by, in the next pavilion, sit the Van Helps, with 
their son and daughter (the Van Gends) from the Hague. 

Peter's sister is not one to forget her promises. She 
has brought bouquets of exquisite hot-house flowers for 
the winners. 

These pavilions — and there are others beside — ^have all 
been erected since daylight. That semicircular one, 
containing Mynheer Korbes' family, is very pretty, and 
proves that the Hollanders are quite skilled at tent- 
making ; but I like the Van Gleck's best — the centre one 
— striped red and white, and hung with evergreens. 

The one with the blue flags contains the musicians. 
Those pagoda-like aSairs, decked with sea-shells and 
streamers of every possible hue, are^the judges' stands ; 
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and those coluinns and flagstaffs upon lihe ice mark the 
limit of the racecourse. The two white columns twined' 
with green, connected at the top by that Ibng- flbatii^ 
strip of drapery, form the starting-point. Those fli^ 
staffs, half a mile ofT, stand at each end of the botmdary 
line, cut sufficiently deep to be cEstinct to 1£e s^ten^ 
though not enough so to trip them when "ffiey tum to 
come back to the starting-point. 

The air is so clear it seems scarcely possibib tbat liie 
columns and flagstaff's are so far apart. Of course iiie 
judges' standi^ are but little nearer together. 

Half a mile on the ice, when the atmosphere iis like this, 
is but a short distance after all, especially when, fenced* 
with a living chain of spectators. 

The music has commenced. How melody seems to 
enjoy itself in the open air ! The fiddles have forgotten 
their agony, and everything is harmonious. Until you 
look at the blue tent it seems that the music springs 
from the sunshine, it is so boundless, so joyous. Onfy 
when you see the staid-faced musicians you realize tiie 
truth. 

Where are the racers? All assembled togetiier near -the 
white columns. It is a beautiftd sight. Forty boys ajid' 
girls in picturesque attire, darting with electric swiftness 
in and out among each other, or sailing in pairs and 
triplets, beckoning, chatting, whispering in the fblness of 
youthful glee. 

A few carefal ones «re ^c5b«t\^ XK^oXfistfica^t^OT- stra^^ 
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others halting on one leg, with flushed eager &€e8, sud- 
denly cross the suspected skate over their knee, give it an 
examining shake, and dart off again. One and all are 
possessed widi the spirit of motion. They cannot stand 
still. Their skates are a part of them, and every runner 
seems bewitched. 

Holland is the place for skaters after all. Look at Ben! 
I did not see him before. He is really astonishing the 
natives; no easy thing to do in l^e Netherlands, Save 
your strength, Ben ; you will need it soon. ■ Now other 
boys are trying! Ben is surpassed already. Such jump- 
ing, such poising, such spinning, such indiarrubber exploits 
generally ! That boy with a red cap is the lion now ; his 
back is a watch-spring, his body is cork — ^no, it is iron, or 
it would snap at that ! He is a bird, a top, a rabbity a 
corkscrew, a sprite, a flesh-baU, all in an instant. When 
you think he's erect he is down ; and when you tidnk he is 
down he is. up. He drops his glove on the ice and turns 
a somersault as he picks it up. Without stopping, he 
snatches the cap from Jacob Foot's astoniiAed head and 
claps it back again ^hind side before.' Lookers^^m hurrah 
and laugh. Foolish boy ! it is Arctic weather under your 
feet, but more i^mn temperate oveiiiead. Big drops al- 
ready are rolling down your forehead. Supab skater as 
you are, you may lose the race. 

A French traveller, standing with a note-book in his 
hand, sees our Englidi friend, Ben, buy a dough-nut of the 
dwarfs brother, and eat it. Thereupon he writes in his 
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note-book, that tlie Bntcli take enormous monthMs, and 
nniversallj are fond of potatoes boiled in molasses. 

Tbere are some familiar faces near the white colnmns. 
Lambert, Ludwig, Peter, and Carl are all there, cool and 
in good skating order. Hans is not far off. Evidently he 
is going to join in the race, for his skates are on — ^the 
very pair that he sold for seven guilders ! He had soon 
suspected Annie was the mysterious " firiend " who bought 
them. This settled, he had boldly charged her with the 
deed, and she, knowing well that all her little savings had 
been spent in the purchase, had not had the face to deny 
it. Through her, too, he had been rendered amply able 
to buy them back again. Therefore Hans is to be in the 
race. Carl is more indignant than ever about it, but as 
three other peasant boys have entered, Hans is not 
alone. 

Tweniy boys and twenty girls. The latter by this 
time are standing in front, braced for the start, for they 
are to have the first " run." Hilda, Rychie, and EZatrinka 
are among them — two or three bend hastily to give a last 
pull at their skate-straps. It is pretty to see i^em stamp, 
to be sure that all is firm. Hilda is speaking pleasantly 
to a graceful little creature in a red jacket and a new 
brown petticoat. Why, it is Gretel ! What a difference 
those pretty shoes make, and the skirt, and the new cap! 
Annie Bouman is there too. Even Janzoon Kolp's sister 
has been admitted, but Janzoon himself has been voted 
out by the directors, becaaae Iva killed the stork, and only 
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last summer was catLght in the act of robbing a bird's nest 
— a legal offence in Holland. 

Twenty girls are formed in a line. The music has 



A man, whom we shall call the Crier, stands between 
the columns and the first judges' stand. He reads the 
rules in a loud voice: — 

"The giels and boys aee to KActe in turn, until 

ONE GIEL AND ONE BOY HAS BEATEN TWICE. ThEY ARE 
TO START IN A LINE FROM THE UNITED COLUMNS, SKATE 
TO THE FLAGSTAFF LINE, TURN, AND THEN COME BACK 
TO THE STARTING-POINT; THUS MAKING A MILE AT EACH 
RUN." 

A flag is waved from the judges' stand. Madame van 
Gleck rises in her pavilion. She leans forward with a 
white handkerchief in her hand. When she drops it, 
a bugler is to give the signal for them to start. 

The handkerchief is fluttering to the ground. Hark ! 

They are off! 

No. Back again. Their line was not true ,in passing 
the judges' stand. 

The signal is repeated. 

Off again. Ko mistake this time. Whew! how fast 
they go ! 

The multitude is quiet for an instant, absorbed in 
eager breathless watching. 

Cheers spring up along the line of spectators. Huzza ! 
five girls are ahe^. Who comes flying back from the 
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boandary mark ? We cannot tell. Something red, that 
is all. There is a blue spot flitting near it, and a dash 
of yellow nearer still. Spectators at this end of the line 
strain their eyes and wish they had taken their post 
nearer the flagstaff. 

The wave of cheers is coming back ag^in, Kow we 
can see! Katrinka is ahead! 

She passes the Van Holp pavilion. The next is 
Madame van Gleck's. That leaning figure gazing firom 
it is a magnet. Hilda shoots past Katrinka, waving her 
liand to her mother as she passes. Two others are close 
now, whizzing on like arrows. What is that flash of red 
and grey ? Hurrah ! it is Gretel ! She too waves her 
hand, but towards no gay pavilion. The <a:owd is 
cheering, but she hears only ^her father's voice, " Wdl 
done, little Gretel ! " Soon Katrinka, with a quick meny 
laugh, shoots past Hilda. The girl in yellow is gaining now. 
She passes them all — all except Gretel. The judges lean 
forward without seeming to lift their eyes from their 
watches. Cheer after cheer fills the air; the very 
columns seem rocking. Gretel has passed them. She 
has won. 

" Gketel Beinker — ONE MILE 1 " shouts the orier. 

The judges nod. They write something upon a tablet 
which each holds in his hand. 

While the girls are resting — some crowding eagoAj 
around our firightened little Gretel, some standing aside 
in high disdain — the boys form in a],line. 
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Mynlieer van Gleck drops the handkerchief this time. 
The buglers give a vigorous blast ! 

The boys have started. 

Half way already ! Did ever you see the like ! 

Three hundred legs fla§hing by in an instant. But 
there are only twenty boys. No matter, there were 
himdreds of legs, I am sure ! Where are they now ? 
There is such a noise one gets bewildered. What are 
the people laughing at ? Oh, at that fat boy in the rear. 
See him go ! See him ! He'll be down in an instant ; 
no, he won't. I wonder if he knows he is all alone ; the 
other boys are nearly at the boundary Une. Yes, he 
knows it. He stops ! He wipes his hot face. He takes, 
off his cap and looks about him. Better to give up with 
a good grace. He has made a hundred Mends by that- 
hearty astonished laugh. Good Jacob Poot ! 

The fine fellow is already among the spectators, gazing; 
as eagerly as the rest. 

A cloud of feathery ice flies from the heels of the? 
skaters as they " bring to " and turn at the flagstaffs. 

Something black is coming now, one of the boys — it is* 
all we know. He has touched the voa kwnana stop of 
the crowd ; it fiiirly roars. Now they come nearer — we 
can see the red cap. There's Ben — there's Peter — there's 
Hans! 

Hans is ahead! Young Madame van Gend almost 
crushes the flowers in her hand ; she had been quite sure 
that Peter would be first. Carl Schummel is next^ then 
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Ben, and the youth with the red cap. The others are 
pressing close. A tall figure darts from among them. 
He passes the red cap, he passes Ben, then Carl. Now 
it is an even race between him and Hans. Madame van 
(Jend catches her breath. 

It is Peter! He is ahead! Hahs shoots past him. 
Hilda's eyes fill with tears — Peter must beat. Annie's 
eyes flash proudly. Gretel gazes with clasped hands — 
four strokes more will take her brother to the columns. 

He is there ! Yes, but so was young Schummel just a 
second before. At the last instant, Carl, gathering his 
powers, had whizzed between them and passed the goal. 

" Cael Schummel — one mile ! " shouts the crier. 

Soon Madame van Gleck rises again. The falling 
handkerchief starts the bugle ; and the bugle, using its 
voice as a bow-string, shoots off twenty girls like so many 
arrows. 

It is a beautiful sight, but one has not long to look; 
before we can fairly distinguish them they are far in the 
distance. This time they are close upon one another ; it 
is hard to say, as they come speeding back from the flag- 
staff, which will reach the columns first. There are new 
faces among the foremost — eager glowing faces, unnoticed 
before. Elatrinka is there, and Hilda, but Ghretel and 
Rychie are in the rear. Gretel is wavering, but when 
Rychie passes her, she starts forward afresh. Now they 
are nearly beside Katrinka. Hilda is still in advance ; she 
is almost " home." She has not faltered since that bugle 
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note sent her flying; like an arrow still she is speeding 
towards the goal. Cheer after cheer rises in the air. 
Peter is silent, bnt his eyes shine like stars. " Huzza ! 
Hnzza!" 

The crier's voice is heard again. 

" Hilda van Gleck — one mile !" 

A lond murmxir of approval runs through the crowd, 
catching the mnsic in its course, till all seems one sound, 
with a glad rhythmic throbbing in its depths. When 
the flag waves all is still. 

Once more the bugle blows a terrific blast. It sends 
off the boys like chaff before the wind— dark chaff, I 
admit, and in big pieces. 

It is whisked around at the flagstaff, driven faster yet 
by the cheers and shouts along the line. We begin to 
see what is coming. There are three boys in advance 
this time, and aU abreast. Hans, Peter, and Lambert. 
Carl soon breaks the ranks, rushing through with a 
whiff I My Hans, fly Peter, don't let Carl beat again. 
Carl the bitter, Carl the insolent. Van Mounen is 
flagging, but you are strong as ever. Hans and Peter, 
Peter and Hans, which is foremost? We love them 
both. We scarcely care which is the fleeter. 

Hilda, Annie, and Gretel, seated upon the long crimson 
bench, can remain quiet no longer. They spring to their 
feet — so different, and yet one in eagerness. Hilda 
instantly reseats herself; none shall know how interested 
she is, none shall know how anxious, how filled with 
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one hope. Shut your eyes then,* Hilda— hide your tace^ 
rippling with joy. Peter has beaten. 

" Peter van Holp — one mile ! " calls tiie crier. 

The same buzz of excitement as before, while the jodgee 
take notes, the same throbbing of music through the din 
•—but something is different. A little crowd presses close 
about some object, near the column. Carl has fallen. He 
is not hurt, though somewhat stunned. If he were less 
sullen he would find more sympathy in these warm young 
hearts. As it is, they forget him as soon as he is fairly 
on his feet again. 

The girls are to skate their third mile. 

How resolute the little maidens look as they stand in 
a line ! Some are solemn with a sense of responsibility, 
some wear a smile, half-bashful, half-provoked, but one 
air of determination pervades them all. 

This third mile may decide the race* Still, if neither 
Gretel nor Hilda win, there is yet a chance among the 
rest for the Silver Skates. 

Each girl feels sure that this time she will accomplish 
the distance in one half the time. How they stamp to 
try their runners — ^how nervously they examine each strap 
— ^how erect they stand at last, every eye upon Madame 
van Gleck ! 

The bugle thrills through them again. With quivering 
eagerness they spring forward, bending, but in perfect 
balance. Each flashing stroke seems longer than the last. 

Now they are skimming off in the distance. 
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Again the eager straming of eyes — again the shouts 
and cheering — again the thrill of excitement as, after a 
few moments, fonr or five, in advance of the rest, come 
speeding back, nearer, nearer to the white columns. 

Who is first? Not Rychie, Kiitrinka, Annie, nor 
Hilda, nor the girl in yellow — ^but Gretel — Gretel, the 
fleetest sprite of a girl that ever skated. She was but 
playing in the earlier race ; now she is in earnest, or rather 
something within her has] determined to win. That lithe 
little form makes no efibrt ; but it cannot stop — ^not until 
the goal is passed ! 

In vain the crier lifts his voice — ^he cannot be heard. 
He has no news to tell — ^it is already ringing through the 
crowd. Ghretel has won the Silver Skates ! 

Like a bird she has flown over the ice ; like a bird she 
looks about her in a timid startled way. She longs to 
dart to the sheltered nook where her father and mother 
stand. But Hans is beside her — the girls are crowding 
round. Hilda's kind joyous voice breathes in her ear. 
From that hour, none will despise her. Goose-girl or not, 
Gretel stands acknowledged Queen of the Skaters ! 

With natural pride Hans turns to see if Peter van 
Holp is witnessing his sister's triumph. Peter is not 
looking towards them at all. He is kneeling, bending 
his troubled face low, and working hastily at his skate- 
strap. Hans is beside him at once. 

"Are you in trouble, mynheer ?" 

" Ah, Hans ! that you ? Yes, my ftin is over. I tried 
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to tighten my strap — to make a new hole— «nd this tiro- 
some knife has cnt it nearly in two." 

'* Mynheer," said Hans, at the same time pulling off a 
skate — " yon mnst nse my strap ! " 

" Not I, indeed, Hans Brinker," cried Peter, springing 
np, " thongh I thank yon warmly. Go to yonr post^ my 
friend ; the bngle will sonnd in a minnte." 

" Mynheer," pleaded Hans in a hnsky voice. " You 
have called me yonr friend. Take this strap — qnick ! 
There is not an instant to lose. I shall not skate this 
time — ^indeed I am out of practice. Mynheer, yon mu9t 
take it" — and Hkas, blind and deaf to any remonstrance, 
slipped his strap into Peter's skate and implored him to 
pnt it on. 

" Come, Peter ! " cried Lambert, from the line, " we 
are waiting for yon." 

" For madame's sake," pleaded Hans, *' be qnick. She 
is motioning to you to join the racers. There, the skate 
is almost on; quick, mynheer, fasten it^ I could not 
possibly win. The race lies between Master Schnmm^ 
and yourself." 

" You are a noble fellow, Hans ! " cried Peter, yielding 
at last. He sprang to his post just as the white hand- 
kerchief fell to the ground. The bugle sends forth its 
blast, loud, clear, and ringing. 

Off go the boys ! 

See them ! They are winged Mercuries, every one of 
^iem. What mad etrosid ^le they on? Ah, I know; 
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they are hunting Peter van Holp. He is some fleet- 
footed runaway from Olympus. Mercury and his troop 
of winged cousins are in full chase. They will catch 
him ! Now Carl is the runaway — the pursuit grows 
furious — Ben is foremost ! 

The chase turns in a cloud of mist. It is coming this 
way. Who is hunted now? Mercury himself. It is 
Peter, Peter van Holp; fly, Peter — Hans is watching 
you. He is sending all his. fleetness, all his strength 
into your feet. Your mother and sister are pale with 
eagerness. Hilda is trembling and dare not look up. 
Fly, Peter ! the crowd has not gone deranged ; it is only 
cheering. The pursuers are close upon you! Touch 
the white column ! It beckons — it is reeling before you — 

. Huzza ! Huzza ! Peter has won the Silveir Skates ! 

" Peter van Holp ! " shouted the crier. But who 
heard him? "Peter van Holp!" shouted a hundred 
voices, for he was the favourite boy of the place. Huzza ! 
Huzza ! 

Now the music was resolved to be heard. It struck up 
a lively air, then a tremendous march. ' The spectators, 
thinking something new was about to happen, deigned to 
listen and to look. 

The racers formed in single file. Peter, being tallest, 
stood first. Gretel, the smallest of all, took her place at 
the end. Hans, who had borrowed a strap from the cake 
boy, was near the head. 
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Three gaily twined arclies were placed at intervals upon 
the river facing the Van Gleck pavilion. 

Skating slowly, and in perfect time to the nmsic, tlie 
boys and girls moved forward, led on by Peter. It was 
beautiful to see the bright procession glide along like a 
living creature. It curved and doubled, and drew its 
graceful length in and out among the arches — ^whichever 
way Peter, the head, went, the body was sure to follow. 
Sometimes it steered direct for the centre arch, then, 
as if seized with a new impulse, turned away and 
curled itself about the first one; then unwound slowlj 
and, bending low, with quick, snake-Hke curvings, 
crossed the river, passing at length through the ferthest 
arch. 

When tjie music was slow, the procession seemed to 
crawl like a thing afraid ; it grew livelier, and the creature 
darted forward with a spring, gliding rapidly among tk 
arches, in and out, curling, twisting, turning, never losing 
form, until at the shrill call of the bugle rising above the 
music, it suddenly resolved itself into boys and girk 
standing in double semi-circle before Madame van Gleck's 
pavilion. 

Peter and Gretel stand in the centre in advance of the 
others. Madame van Gleck rises majestically. Gretel 
trembles, but feels that she must look at the beautiftil 
lady. She cannot hear what is said, there is such a 
buzzing all around her. She is thinking that she ought 
to try and make a curtsey, such as her mother makes to 



The Race. 283 

the meester, wlien suddenly something so dazzling is 
placed in her hand that she gives a cry of joy. 

Then she ventures to look about her. Peter, too, has 
something in his hands — " Oh ! oh ! how splendid ! " she 
cries, and " oh ! how splendid ! " is echoed as far as people 
can see. 

Meantime the silver skates flash' in the sunshine, 
throwing dashes of light upon those two happy faces. 

Mevrouw van Gend sends a little messenger with her 
bouquets. One for Hilda, one for Carl, and others for 
Peter and GreteL 

At sight of the flowers the Queen of the Skaters becomes 
tmcontrollable. With a bright stare of gratitude she 
gathers skates and bouquet in her apron — ^hugs them to 
her bosom, and darts off" to search for her father and 
mother in the scattering crowd. 



XXXIX. 

JOT IN THE COTTAGE. 



Perhaps you were surprised to learn that Rafi" and his 
vrouw were at the skating-race ; you would have been 
more so had you been with them on the evening of that 
merry 20th of December. To see the Brinker cottage 
standing sulkily alone on the frozen marsh, with its 
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bulgy, rheumatic-looking walls, and its slouched hat of 
a roof pulled far over its eyes, one woxdd never suspect 
that a lively scene was passing within. Without, nothing 
was left of the day but a low line of blaze at the horizon. 
A few venturesome clouds had already taken fire, and 
others, with their edges burning, were lost in the 
gathering smoke. 

A stray gleam of sunshine, slipping down firom the 
willow stump, crept stealthily under the cottage. It 
seemed to feel that the inmates would give it welcome 
if it could only get near them. The room under which 
it hid was as clean as clean could be. The very cracks 
in the rafters were polished. Delicious odours filled the 
air. A huge peat fire upon the hearth sent flashes of 
harmless lightning at the sombre walls. It played in 
turn upon the great leathern Bible, upon Gretel's closet- 
bed, the household things on their pegs, and the beautiful 
Silver Skates and the flowers upon the table. Dame 
Brinker's honest face shone and twinkled in the changing 
light. Gretel and Hans, with arms entwined, were 
leaning against the fireplace, laughing merrily, and Raff 
Brinker was dancing ! 

I do not mean that he was pirouetting or cutting a 
pigeon- wing, either of which would have been entirely too 
undignified for the father of a family ; I simply affirm that 
while they were chatting pleasantly together. Raff actually 
sprang from his seat, snapped his fingers, and performed 
two or three floTwiahea very much like the climax of a 
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Highland riing. Next he canght his vrouw in his arms 
and fairly lifted her from the ground in his delight. 

" Huzza ! '' he cried, " I have it! I have it! It's Thomas 
HiGGS. That's the name ! It came upon me like a flash. 
Write it down, lad, write it down ! " 

Some one knocked at the door. 

" It's the meester," cried the delighted dame, " Goede' 
Gunst ! how things come to pass ! " 

Mother and children came in merry collision as they 
rushed to open the door. 

It was not the doctor, after all, but three boys, Peter 
van Holp, Lambert and Ben. 

" Good evening, young gentlemen 1 " said Dame Brinker, 
so happy and proud that she would scarce have been sur- 
prised at a visit from the King himself. 

" Good evening, jufvrouw ! " said the trio, making mag- 
nificent bows. 

" Dear me ! " thought Dame Brinker as she bobbed up 
and down, " it's lucky I learned to curtsey at Heidel- 
berg ! " 

Raff was content to return the boys' salutations with 
a respectful nod. 

"Pray be seated, young masters," said the dame, as 
Gretel bashfully thrust a stool towards them. " There's 
a lack of chairs, as you see, but this one by the fire is at 
your service, and if you don't mind the hardness, that 
oak-chest is as good a seat as the best. That's right, 
Hans, pull it out." 
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By the time the boys were seated to the dame's satis&c- 
tion, Peter, acting as spokesman, liad explained that thej 
were going to attend a lecture at Amsterdam, and had 
stopped on the way to return Hans' strap. 

" Oh, mynheer," cried Hans earnestly, " it is too mudi 
tronble. I am very sorry." 

" No trouble at all, Hans ; I could have waited for yon 
to como to your work to-morrow, had I not wished to 
call. And, Hans, talking of your work, my &ther is 
much pleased with it ; a carver by trade conld not have 
done it better. He would like to have tlie sonth arbour 
ornamented also, but I told him you were going to school 
again." 

"Ay!" put in Raff Brinker, empliatically, **Hans 
must go to school at once — and Gretel as well — ^thafc is 
true." 

" I am glad to hear you say so," responded Peter, turn- 
ing towards the father, " and very glad to know^ that you 
are again a well man." 

" Yes, young master, a well man, and able to work as 
steady as ever — thank God ! " 

[Here Hans hastily wrote something on the edge of a 
time-worn almanack that hung by the chimney-place.] 
"Ay that's right, lad, set it down. Figgs! Wiggs! 
Alack! alack ! " added Kaff in great dismay, '^ it's gone 
again ! " 

" All right, father," said Hans, " the name's down now 
in black and white. Here, look at it, father ; mayhi^ the 
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rest will come to you. K we had the place as well, it 
would be complete;" then turning to Peter, he said in a 
low tone, " I have an important errand in town, mynheer, 
and if " 

"Wist!" exclaimed the dame, lifting her hands, "not 
to Amstwdam to-night, and youVe owned your legs were 
achtQg under you. Nay, nay — it'll be soon enough to go 
at early daylight." 

"Daylight indeed!" echoed Raff, "that would never do. 
Nay, Meitje, he must go this hour." 

" Yery well. Raff," she said smilingly, " it is thy boy 
as well as mine. Ah ! I've a troublesome house, young 
masters." 

Just then Peter drew a long strap from his pocket. 

Handing it to Hans, he said in an undertone, " I need 
not thank you for lending me this, Hans Brinker. Such 
boys as you do not ask for thanks — but I must say you 
did me a great kindness, and I am proud to acknowledge 
it. I did not know," he added, laughingly, " until fidrly 
in the race, how anxious I was to win." 

Hans was glad to join in Peter's laugh — it covered his 
embarrassment and gave his face a chance to oool off a 
little. Honest, generous boys like Hans have such a stupid 
way of blushing when you least expect it. 

" It was nothing, mynheer," said the dame, hastening 
to her son's rehef ; "the lad's whole soul was in having you 
win the race — I know it was I " 

This helped matters beautlfall j. 
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" Ah, mynlieer," Hans hurried to say, " from the first 
start I felt stiff and strange on my feet ; I was well out of 
it so long as I had no chance of winning." 

Peter looked rather distressed. 

" We may hold different opinions there. That part of 
the hosiness tronhles me. It is too late to mend it now, 
bnt it would be really a kindness to me if ** 

The rest of Peter's speech was nttered so confiden- 
tially that I cannot record it. Enough to say, Hans soon 
started back in dismay, and Peter, looking very much 
ashamed, stammered out something to the effect that lie 
would keep them, since he won the race, but it was "all 
wrong." 

Here Van Mounen coughed, as if to remind Peter that 
lecture-hour was approaching fast. At the same moment 
Ben laid something upon the table. 

"Ah," exclaimed Peter, "I forgot my other errani 
Your sister ran off so quickly to-day, that Madame van 
Gleck had no opportunity to give her the case for her 
skates." 

"S-s-t ! " said Dame Brinker, shaking her head reproacli- 
fally at Gretel, "she was a very rude girl, I'm sure." 
[Secretly, she was thinking that very few women had 
such a fine little daughter.] 

" No, indeed," laughed Peter, " she did exactly the right 
thing — ran home with her richly won treasures — who 
would not? Don't let us detain you, Hans," he continued, 
turning round as he B^oke v ^^^ Hans^ who was eagerly 
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watching the father, seemed ta have forgotten . their pre- 
sence. 

Meantime, Bafif, lost in thought, was repeating nnder 
his breath, "Thomas Higgs — ^Thomas Higgs, ay, that's 
the name. Alack! if I could but tell the place as 
well." 

The skate-case was elegantly made of crimson morocco, 
ornamented with silver. If a fieiiry had breathed upon its 
tiny key, or Jack Frost himself designed its delicate 
tracery, they could not have been more daintily beautiful. 
For The Fleetest was written upon the cover in 
sparkling letters. It was lined with velvet, and in 
one comer was stamped the name and address of the 
maker. 

Gretel thanked Peter in her own simple way; then, 
being quite delighted and confused, and not knowing 
what else to do, lifbed the case, carefully examining it 
in every part.» "It's made by Mynheer Birmingham," 
she said after awhile, still blushing and holding it before 
her ayes. 

" Birmingham ! " replied Lambert van Mounen, " that's 
the name of a place in England. Let me see it." 

" Ha ! ha ! " he laughed, holding the open case towards 
the firelight, "no wonder you thought so; but it's a> 
slight mistake. The case was made at Birmingham, 
but the maker's name is in smaller letters. Humph I 
they're so small, I can't read them." 

"Let me try," said Peter, leaning over his shoTddst^ 
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"why, man, it's perfectly distinct. It's T — H — it's 

m »» 

" Well ! " exclaimed Lambert, trimnpliantly, " if yon 
can read it so easily, let's liear it, T — H — , what? " 

" T. H— T. H. Oh ! why, Thomas Higgs, to be sure," 
replied Peter, pleased to be able to decipher it at last. 
Then, feeling they had been behaving rather uncere- 
monionsly, he turned towards Hans 

Peter turned pale I What was the matter with the 
people? Raff and Hans had started up, and were 
staring at him in glad amazement. Gretel looked wild. 
Dame Brinker, with an unlighted candle in her hand, 
was rushing about the room, crying, "Hans! Hans! 
Where's your hat ? Oh, the meester ! Oh, the meester ! " 

" Birmingham ! Higgs ! " exclaimed Hans. " Did you 
say Higgs ? We've found him ! I must be off." 

" You see, young masters," panted the dame, at 
the same time snatching Hans' hat from, the bed, 
"you see — we know him — he's our — no, he isn't— 
I mean--oh, Hans, you must go to Amsterdam this 
minute ! " 

"Good night, mynheers," panted Hans, radiant with 
sudden joy, " good night — you will excuse me, I must 
go. Birmingham — Higgs — Higgs— Birmingliam," and, 
seizing his hat from his mother, and his skates from 
Gh»etel, he rushed from the cottage. 

What could the boys think, but that the entire Brinker 
family had suddenly gone crazy I 
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They bade an embarrassed " good evening," and turned 
to go. Bnt B;aff stopped them. 

" This Thomas Higgs, yonng masters, is a — a person." 

" Ah ! " exclaimed Peter, quite sure that Raff was the 
most crazy of all. 

"Yes — a person — a — ahem! — a friend. We thought 
him dead. I hope it is the same man. In England, 
did you say ? " 

"Yes, Birmingham," answered Peter; "it must be 
Birmingham in England." 

"I know the man," said Ben, addressing Lambert. 
" His factory is not four miles from our pla<je — a queer 
fellow — still as an oyster — don't seem at all like an 
Englishman. IVe often seen him — a solemn-looking 
chap, with magnificent eyes. He made a beautiftil 
writing-case once for me to give Jenny on her birthday 
— ^makes pocket-books, telescope-cases, and all kinds of 
leather work." 

As this was said in English, Yan Mounen of course 
translated it for the benefit of all concerned, noticing, 
meanwhile, that neither Raff nor his vrouw looked very 
miserable, though Raff was trembling, and the dame's 
eyes were swimming with tears. 

You may believe the doctor heard every word of the 
story when, later in the evening, he came driving back 
with Hans. " The three young gentlemen had been gone 
some time," Dame Brinker said, " but like enough, by 
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hurrying, it would be easy to find them coming out from 
the Lecture, wherever that was." 

"True," said Raff, nodding his head, "the vrouw 
always hits upon the right thing. It would be well to 
see the young English gentleman, mynlieer, before he 
forgets all about Thomas Higgs — ^it's a slippery name, 
d'ye see? — one can't hold it safe a minute. It come 
upon me sudden and strong as a pile-driver, and mj 
boy writ it down. Ay, mynheer, I'd haste to talk with 
the English lad ; he's seen your son many a time — only 
to think on't ! " 

Dame Brinker took up the thread of the discourse. 

"You'll pick out the lad quick enough, mynheer, 
because he's in company with Master Peter van Holp; 
and his hair curls all up over ,his forehead like foreign 
folks', and if you hear him speak, he talks kind of trig 
and fast, only it's English; but that wouldn't be anj 
hindrance to your honour." 

The doctor had already lifted his hat to go. With a 
beaming face, he muttered something about its being 
just like the young scamp to give himself a rascallj 
English name ; called Hans " my son " — ^thereby making 
that young gentleman happy as a lord — and left the 
cottage with very little ceremony, considering what a 
great meester he was. 
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XL. 

BROAD SUNSmNE. 

One snowy day in January, Laurens Boekman went 
with his ^Either to pay his respects to the Brinker 
family. 

Raff was resting after the labours of the day ; Gretel, 
having filled and lighted his pipe, was brushing every 
speck of ash from the hearth ; the dame was spinning ; 
and Hans, perched upon a stool by the window, was 
diligently studying his lessons — a peaceful happy house- 
hold, whose main excitement during the past week had 
been the looking forward to this possible visit from 
Thomas Higgs. 

As soon as the grand presentation was over. Dame 
Brinker insisted upon giving her guests some hot tea; 
it was enough to freeze any one, she saidy to be out in 
such crazy blustering weather. While they were talking 
with her husband, she whispered to Gretel that the young 
gentleman's eyes and her boy's were certainly as much 
alike as four beans, to say nothing of a way they both 
had of looking as if they were stupid, and yet knew as 
much as a body's grandfather. 

Gretel was disappointed. She had looked forward to 
^ tragic scene, such as Annie Bouman had often described 
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to her, from story books ; and here was the gentlemaa 
who came so near being a murderer, who for ten years 
had been wandering over the face of the earth, who had 
believed himself deserted and scorned by his £Ebther— tlie 
very young gentleman who had fled from his country in 
such magnificent trouble, sitting by the fire, just as 
pleasant and natural as could be ! 

All things considered, Gretel was disappointed. Rafii 
however, was perfectly satisfied. The message was de- 
livered ; Dr. Bookman had his son safe and sonnd ; and 
the poor lad had done nothing sinful after all, except in 
thinking his father would have abandoned hiTn for an 
accident. To be sure, the graceful stripling had become 
rather a heavy man, and Raff had unconsciously hoped to 
clasp that same boyish hand again — ^but all things were 
changed to Raff, for that matter. So he pushed back 
every feeling but joy, as he saw father and son sitting 
side by side at his hearthstone. Meantime, Hans was 
wholly occupied in the thought of Thomas Higgs* happi- 
ness in being able to be the meester's assistant again ; and 
Dame Brinker was sighing softly to herself, wishing that 
the lad's mother were alive to see him — such a fine young 
gentleman as he was; and wondering how Dr. Boek- 
man could bear to see the silver watch getting so dull 
He had worn it ever since Raff handed it over, that was 
evident. What had he done with the gold one he used 
to wear ? 

The light was shining full upon Dr. Bookman's &ce. 
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How contented he looked! how much younger and 
brighter than formerly! The hard lines were quite 
melting way. He was laughing, as he said to the 
father, — 

"Am I not a happy man, Raff Brinker ? My son will 
sell his factory this month, and open a warehouse in 
Amsterdam. I shall have all my spectacle-cases foi 
nothing." 

Hans started jfrom his reveiie. "A warehouse, myn- 
heer ! and will Thomas Higgs — I mean — ^is your son not 
to be your assistant again ? " 

A shade passed over the meester's face, but he bright- 
ened with an effort, as he replied, — 

"Oh no, Laurens has had quite enough of that. He 
wishes to be a merchant." 

Hans appeared so surprised and disappointed that his 
fiiend asked- good-naturedly, — 

"Why so silent, boy? Is it any disgrace to be a 
merchant ? " 

"N — ^not a disgrace, mynheer," stammered Hans — 
"but " 

"But what?" 

"Why, the other calling is so much better," answered 
Hans, " so much nobler. I think, mynheer," he added, 
kindling with enthusiasm, " that to be a surgeon — to cure 
the sick and crippled, to save human life, to be able to do 
what you have done for my father — is the grandest thing 
on earth." 
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Tlie doctor was regarding him sternly. Hans felt 
rebuked. His cheeks were flushed; hot tears were 
gathering under his lashes. 

"It is an ugly business, boy, this surgery," said the 
doctor, still frowning at Hans ; " it requires great patience, 
self-denial, and perseverance." 

" I am sure it does," cried Hans, kindling again. " It 
calls for yrisdom too, and a reverence for God's work. 
Ah, mynheer, it may have its trials and drawbacks— 
but you do not mean what you say — it is great and noble, 
not ugly! Pardon me, mynheer. It is not for me to 
speak so boldly." 

Dr. Bookman was evidently displeased. He turned 
his back on the boy, and conferred aside with Laurens. 
Meanwhile the dame scowled a terrible warning at Haas. 
These great people, she knew well enough, never like to 
hear poor folk speak up so pert. 

The meester turned round. 

" How old are you, Hans Brinker ? " 

" Fifteen, mynheer," was the startled reply. 

" Would you like to become a physician ? " 

"Yes, mynheer," answered Hans, quivering with ex- 
citement. 

" Would you be willing, with your parents* consent, to 
devote yourself to study, to go to the University — and, in 
time, be a student in my office ? " 

"YES, mynheer." 

" You would not grow restless, think you, and change 
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your mind just as I had set my heart upon preparing 
you to be my successor ? " 

Hans' eyes flashed. 

" No, mynheer, I would not change." 

"You may believe him there,** cried the dame, who 
could remain quiet no longer ; " Hans is like a rock, when 
once he decides ; and as for study, mynheer, the child has 
almost grown fast to his books of late. He can talk Latin 
already, I fancy ! " 

The doctor smiled. "Well, Hans, I see nothing to 
prevent us from carrying out this plan, if your fother 
agrees." 

" Ahem ! " said Raff, too proud of his boy to be very 
meek ; " the fact is, mynheer, I prefer an active, out-of- 
door life myself. But if the lad's inclined to study for 
a meester, and he'd have the benefit of your good word 
to push him on in the world, it's all one to me. The 
money's all that's a- wanting ; but it mightn't be long, 
with two strong pair of arms to earn it, before we " 

"Tut! tut!" interrupted the doctor, "if I take your 
right-hand man away, I must pay the cost, and glad 
enough will I be to do it. It will be Uke having two 
sons — eh, Laurens? One a merchant and the other a 
surgeon — I shall be the happiest man in Holland ! Gome 
to me in the morning, Hans, and we wiU arrange matters 
at once." 

Hans bowed assent. He dared not trust himself to 
speak. 
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"And, Brinker," continued the doctor,, "my son 
Lanrens will need a trusty ready man like you, when 
he opens his warehouse in Amsterdam; some one to 
overlook matters, and see that the lazy clowns round 

about the place do their duiy. Some one to ^Why 

don't you tell him yourself, you rascal ! " 

This last was addressed to the son, and did not 
sound half as fierce as it looks in print. The rascal 
and Baff soon understood each other perfectly. 

" I'm loath to leave the dykes," said the latter, 
after they had talked together awhile, " but you have 
made me such a good offer, mynheer, I'd be robbing 
my family if I refiised to take it up." 



CONCLUSION. 



OcB story is nearly told. Time passes in Holland 
just as surely and steadily as here ; in that respect 
no country is odd. 

To the Brinker family it has brought great changes. 
Tiimn has spent the years faithfully and profitably, 
conquering obstacles as they arose, and pursuing one 
object with all the energy of his nature. If often 
the way has been "rugged, \ii^ T^%<2kWioTi has never 
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&,iled. Sometimes lie echoes, with his good old friend, 
the words said long ago in that little cottage near 
Broek : " Surgery is an ngly business ; " bnt always 
in his heart of hearts lingers the echo of those truer 
words, " It is great and noble ! it awakens a reverence 
for God's work ! " 

Were you in Amsterdam to-day, you might see the 
famous Dr. Brinker riding in his grand coach to 
visit his patients; or, it might be, you would see him 
skating with his own boys and girls upon the frozen 
canal. For Annie Bouman, the beautiful, frank-hearted 
peasant girl, you would inquire in vain ; but Annie 
Brinker, the vrouw of the great physician, is very 
like her — only, as Hans says, she is even lovelier, 
wiser than ever. 

Peter van Holp, also, is a married man. I could 
have told you before that he and Hilda would join 
hands and glide through life together, just as years 
ago they skimmed side by side over the frozen sunlit 
river. 

At one time, I came near hinting that Katrinka 
and Carl would join hands. It is fortunate now that 
the report was not started, for E^atrinka changed her 
mind, and is single to this day. The lady is not quite 
so merry as formerly, and, I grieve to say, some of the 
tinkling bells are out of tune. But she is the life of 
her social circle still. I wish she would be in earnest. 
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just for a little while; but no, it is not her natare. 
Her cares and sorrows do nothing more than disturb 
the t'T'lfh'Tig ; they never awaken any deeper music. 

Bychie*s soul has been stirred to its depths dming 
these long years. Her history would tell how seed 
carelessly sown is sometimes reaped in ajiguish, and 
how a golden harvest may follow a painRil planting. 
If I mistake not, you may be able to read the written 
record before long; that is, if you are familiar with 
the Dutch language. In the witty but earnest author 
whose words are welcomed, at this day, in thousands 
of Holland homes, few could recognize the haughty 
flippant Rychie who scoffed at little OreteL 

Lambert van Mounen, and Ludwig van Holp, are 
good Christian men, and, what is more easily to be 
seen at a glance, thriving citizens. 

Carl Schummel has had a hard life. His father met 
with reverses in business ; and as Carl had not many 
warm friends, and, above all, was not sustained by 
noble principles, he has been tossed about by Fortime*8 
battledore until his gayest feathers are nearly all knocked 
off. He is a book-keeper in the thriving Amsterdam 
house of Boekman and Schimmelpenninck. Voosten- 
walbert, the junior partner, treats him kindly ; and be, 
in turn, is very respectfiil to the "monkey with a long 
name for a tail." 

Of all our group of Holland friends, Jacob Foot is 
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the only one who has passed away. Good-natured, 
tme-hearted, and unselfish to the last, he is mourned 
now as heartily as he was loyed and laughed at 
while on earth. He grew to be very thin before he 
died ; thinner than Benjamin Dobbs, who is now portliest 
among the portly. 

Raff Brinker and his vrouw have been living com- 
fortably in Amsterdam for many years — a feithfiil 
happy pair ; as simple and straightforward in their 
good fortune as they were patient and tnistM in 
darker days. They have a zommerhuis near the old 
cottage, and thither they often repair with their children 
and grandchildren on the pleasant summer afternoons, 
when the pond-lilies rear their queenly heads above 
the water. 

The story of Hans Brinker would be but half told, 
if we did not leave him with Gretel standing near. 
Dear, quick, patient little Gretel ! What is she now ? 
Ask old Dr. Bookman, he will declare she is the 
finest singer, the loveliest woman in Amsterdam ; ask 
Hans and Annie, they will assure you she is the dearest 
sister ever known; ask her husband, he will teU you 
she. is the brightest, sweetest ^little wife in Holland ; 
ask Dame Brinker and Raff, their eyes will glisten 
with joyous tears; ask the poor, the air will be filled 
with blessings. 

But, lest you forget a tiny form trembling and 
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nobbing on the monnd before the Brinker cottage, 
ask the Van Glecks ; they will never weaiy wifli 
tolling of the darling little girl who won The Sher 
Skates. 



THE END. 



Woodfall and Kinder, Printers, Milford Lane, Strand, London, W.C. 



NEW BOOKS FOR YOUNQ PEOPLE. 



The True History of Dame Perkins and her Grey Mare. 

Told for the Countryside and the Fireside. By Lindon Meadows. With 
Eight (Coloured Illustrations by Phis. Small 4to. cloth, 5s. 

The Boy's Own Book of Boats, with ftdl instmctions 

how to make, rig, and sail a Boat. By W. H. G. Kinoston. An entirely 
New Edition. (Just ready.) Illustrations by E. Wexdon, engraved by W. J. 
LiMTON. Fcap. 8yo. doth. 

" This well-writtm, well-iorought booh,** — Athenantm. 

The Cruise of the Frolic. By W. H. G. Kingston. Ulns- 

trated. Large fcap. Svo. cloth, 5s. 

Also, hy tht same AvihoTf well illustnUed : — 
Ths Boy's Owk Book or Boats. Illustrated by Weedon. 8s. 6d. 
Ernest Bracebbidob ; or, The Bot's Book of Sports. 8s. 6d. 
' Jack BuirrLiNE : the LnrE of ▲ Sailor Bot. 28. 
T^B Fire Ships. With Illustrations. 5s. 

Vermont Vale ; ori Home Pictures in Australia. By Maud 

Jeannb Franc. Small post Svo, with a frontispiece, cloth extra, 5s. 

Golden Hair: a Story for Toni^ People. By Sir Lascelles 

Wraxall, Bart. With Eight full-page Illustrations, 5s. 

How to Mc^e Miniature Pumps and a Fire-Engine; a 

Book for Boys. With Seven Illustrations. Fcap. Svo. Is. 

Under the Waves ; or, The Hermit Crab in Society. By Anne 

E. Ridley. ImpL 16mo. cloth extra, with Coloured Illustration. Cloth, 4s. ; 
gut edges, 4s. 6d. 

Also, beavUifullf Uluttrated : — 

Little Bird Bbd and Littlb Bird Blue. Coloured, 4s. 8d. 
Snow-Flakes, and what they told the Children. Coloured, 4s. 6d. 
Child's Book of the Saoacitt of Andialb. 4s. 6d. ; coloured, 7s. 6d. 
Child's Picture Fable Book. 4s. 6d. ; or coloured, 7s. 6d. 
Child's Tiaasurt of Story Books. 4s. 6d. ; or coloured, 7s. 6d. 
The Nursery Playmate. 200 Pictures. 5s. ; coloured, 98. 

Great Fun. Stories Told by Thomas Hood and Thomas 

Archer to 48 coloured pictures of Edward Wehnert Beautifully printed in 
colours, 10s. 6d. Plain, 6s., well boimd in cloth, gilt edges. 

Or in Eight separate books. Is. ea4^, coloured : 8d. plain. 

The Cherry-coloured Cat and her Thrbb Fribndb. 

The Live Bocking-Horse. 

Master Mischief and Miss Meddle. 

Cousin Nelue'b Stories after School. 

Harry Hioh-Stepper. 

Grandmamma's Spectacles. 

How THE House was Built. 

Doo Toby and Artistical Arthur. 

Also, same price, full of TUustratUms .— 
Black Panther : a Boy's Adventures amono the Red Skins. 
Life among the Indians. By GEOifaE Catlin. 
The Yoyaoe of the Constance. By Mary Gilubs. 
Stanton Granoe. By the Rev. C. J. Atkinson. 
Stories of the Woods. From Cooper's Tales. 
The Story of Frxb Parley's own Life. 



NBW BOOXS FOB TOUNG PBOPLB— eoiiHniied 
The Frog's Parish Clerk; and his Adventures in Strange 

LAnda. A Tale for yoong folk. By Thomas Abchkr. Numeroua SlustiattaDL 
Small port 8to. 5a. 

Noodle-doo. By the Author of ''The Stories that little 

tt«ecfaea tokL** With 16 large ftigraTinga <m StaeL Plain, te. ; eokund. 
7a. «d. 

At90, nam rtady, tamt HuoMd price, ondfmU of IlltutrutUmi, 

Great Prif foe oub Ltttlb VttsEKrm. By HARBnr Mtbtlx. 
MoRC Puir roB our LrrtLB FRixNsa. By the same Author. 
Thc Book or BLOcKHSAoa. By Chart.kb Bekthctt. 
The Stories that Little Breeches told. By the same Author. 
Mr. Wixd akd Mai>ame Raik. Hhutrated by Chables BBMiiEn. 

Paul Duncan's Little hy Little ; a Tale for Boys. Edited l)j 

Frank Freeman. With an Uhistration l^ Cbablbb KxxinB. Fcan. 8fo. dott, 
Sa. ; gilt edges, 2a. 6d. 

Alto, Mnu price, 

BoT MiSBioxABY ; A Talb for Yocno People. By Mrs. J. M. Pabub. 

DimcuLTiES Overcome. By Miss Brightwell. 

The Babes in the Basket : a Tale nr the Wbbt Imdiav IireuBBSonos. 

Jack Buntlute : the Life of a Sailob Bot. By W. H. Q. Kmosiov. 

The Swiss Family Rohinson ; or, The Adventures of a Father 

and Mother and Four Bona on a Desert Island. With Bxplaiiatory Notes tui 
Illuftrations. First and Second Series. New Edition, complete in cm 
volume, Ss. 6d. 

Geography for my Children. By Mrs. Harriet Beecher 

Btowe, author of " Uncle Tom's Cabin,** Ac. Arranged and edited l^ u 
Englifih Lady, under the direction of the Authoress. With upwards of fibj 
niiistrations. Cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Stories of the Woods; or, The Adventures of Leather 

stocking. A Book for Boys, compiled from Cooper^a Series of "Leather 
Stocking Tales.** Fcap. doth, illustrated, 5s. 

*' Ihave to own that I think the heroee of another writer, viz, ' £€ather-SU>dn»§,' 
* Unecu,* ' Hard Heart,* ' Tom Cqffln* are quite the equals qf Sir WdUer Seettt 
men:—-perhap» ' LeaOier'StoekiHg* it better than any one in Scatft lot/'—W, H 
Thackeray. 

Child's Play. lUnstrated with Sixteen Coloured Drawings 

by E. y. B., printed in fac-simile by W. Dickes' process, and ornamented with 
Liitial Letters. New edition, with India paper tints, royal 8vo. doth extn, 
bevelled cloth, 78. 6d. The Original Bditum of thia work was published it 
One Guinea. 

Child's Delight. Forty-two Songs for the Little Ones, with 

forty-two Pictiires. Is. ; coloured, 2s. 6d. 

Goody Platts, and her Two Cats. By Thomas Miller. Fci^. 

8vo. cloth. Is. 

Little Blue Hood: a Story for Little People. By Thomas 

Miller, with coloured frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2s. Od. 

SAMPSON LOW AND CO., LUDGATE HILL. 



a ILi0t oflBoofiiB! 

PUBLISHING BY 

SAMPSON LOW, SON, and MAR ST ON, 

MILTON HOUSE, LUDGATE HILL, LONDON. 



*«* miere the price is not given, the work loas not ready at tketimeof 
issuing this list. 

[November t 1867. 

IX'EW IlalaUSTRATED l^ORKS. 

Christian lyrics, chiefly selected from Mo- 
dern Authors. 138 Poons, illustrated with upwards of 150 
Engravings, under the superintendence of J. D. Cooper. 
Small 4to. cloth extra, I0«. Qd. ; morocco, 2ls. 

•«• This Woml forms Messrs. Low and Co.*s Annoal 
Christmas Presentation Volume for 186S. 

THE STORY WITHOUT AN END. From the German of 
Carov#. Bf Sarah Austin. Illustrated with Sixteen Original Water- 
Colour Drawings by £. V. B., printed in Fac-simile and numerous 
Illustrations on wood. Small 4to. cloth extra, I2«. ; with ivory tablet, 
lbs.; morocco, 2l8. 

\* Also a Large Paper Edition, with the Plates mounted, only 250 
copies of which are printed. In morocco, 21s. Qd, 

List op the Coloured Illustrations; 




Title Page. 

1. In the Hut there was only a 

Bed,— 

2. And a Neglected Looking- 

glass. 

3. After Breakfast. 

4. Wandering Stars. 

5. Dreams. 

6. A Palm-tree Qrove. 

7. The (Jardea. 



8. Two Worldly People. 

9. Between the Beat and the 

Unreal. 

10. Kindred Spirits. 

11. Starlight. 

12. Hazel Nuts. 

13. Love and Hate. 

14. The Joy of Spring. 

15. Death but a Sleep. 



" Nau-here unll he find the Book of Nature more freshly and beautifully 
opened for him than in * The Story tvithout an End* of its kind one of the 
best that urns ever torttten."— Quarterly Review, Feb. 1867. 

No effort has been spared to render this volume the most perfect specimen 
of colour-printing vet produced ; and it is believed that it will form one of 
the mx>st charmingly iuustrated books of the season. 

THE POETRY OF NATURE. Selected and Illustrated with 
Thirty-six Engravings by Harrison Weir. Crown 8vo. handsomely 
bound in cloth, gilt edges, bs.; morocco, 10;. Qd. 
*«* Forming the new volume of LoVs Choice Editions of Choice Books. 

THE PYRENEES : a Description of Summer Life at French 
Watering Places. By Henry Blackburn, author of " Travelling in Spain 
in the Present Day." With upwards of 100 Illustrations by Qustave 
Dore. Royal 8vo, cloth, \%s. ; morocco, 25ff. 

TWO CENTURIES OF SONG 5 or, Melodies, Madrigals, 

Sonnets, and other Occasional Verse of the English Poets of the last 
200 years. With Critical and Biographical Notes by Walter Thornbnry. 
Illustrated by Original Pictures of JBminent Artists, Drawn and En- 
graved especially for this work. Printed on toned paper, with coloured 
borders, designed by Henry Shaw, F.S.A. Very handsomely bound. 
Cloth extra, 2ls, ; morocco, 429. 



Sampson Low and Co^s 



Choice Editions of Choice Books. New Editions. Hlostrated 
by C. W. Cope, R.A., T. Creswick, R.A., Edward Duncan, Biiket 
Foster. J. C. Hor»ley, A. R.A., George Hicks, R. Redgrave, R.A., C. 
Stonehoaie. F. Tsjier, George Thomas, H. J. Townshend, £. H. 
Wehnert, Hurrison Weir, &c. Crown &\'o. elotk, bs. each ; mor. lOt. U. 



Bloomfield's Farmer's Bor. 
CampbeU'H Pleannres of Hope. 
Candall's Elisabethaa Poetry. 
Coleridge's Aueieut Mariner. 
Goldsmith's Deserted Village. 
Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 
CiraT's El^rj in a Chnrchjrard. 



Keat's Ere of St. Agnes. 

Milton's I'AlIegro. 

Poetry of Nature. 

Roger's Pleasures of Memory. 

Shakespeare's Songs and Sonnetiu 

Tennjrson's May Queen. 

Wordsworth's Pastoral Poems. 



' Such works are a glorious beatification for a poet. Such 'tcorks as 
these educate tqunfmen, who, surrounded by dead and artificial thmgSyOS 
country pcoiile are by life and nature^ scarcely learn to look at nature tiU 
taught by these concentrated specimens of her t^eauty." — Athensnm. 
Bishop Ileber's Hymns. An Illustrated Edition, with upwards 
of one hundred Deviffus. Engraved, in the first style of Art under the 
superinteudence of J. D. Cooper. Small 4to. haudsumely bound, priee 
Haifa Guinea; morocco, 21«. 

The Divine and Moral Son^s of Dr. Watts : a New and Tery 
choice Edition. Illustrated with One Hundred Woodcuts in the fint 
style of the Art, from Original Designs by Eminent Artists; engrated 
by J. D. Cooper. Small 4to. cloth extra, price 7*. 6d. ; morocco, 15*. 

Milton's Paradise Lo&t. With the original Steel Engravings of 
John Martin. Printed on large paper, royal 4to. handsomely bound, 
8/. \Zs. Qd. ; morocco extra, 5/. 15s. 6d. 

Light after Darkness : Religious Poems by Harriet Beecher 
Stowe. With illustrations. Small post 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Pictures of English Life ; illustrated by Ten folio page Illustra' 
tjons on wood, by J. D. Cooper, after Drawings by R. Barnes and E. M- 
Whimperis, with appropriate descriptive Poems, printed in floreated 
borders. Imperial lolio, cloth extra, lis. 

Favourite English Poems. Complete Edition. Comprising » 
Collection of the most celebrated Poems in the £ngHsh Language, with 
but one or two exceptions unabridged, from Chaucer to Tennyson. Vitk 
300 Illustrations by the first Artists. Two vols, royal 8vo. half boosd 
top gilt, Hoxburjih style, 1/. 185. ; antique calf, 3^. Sj?. 

•»• Either Volume sold separately as distinct works. 1. *' Early 
English Poems, Chaucer to Dyer." 2. " Favourite £nglish Poentf, 
Thomson to Tennyson." Each handsomely bound in cloth, 1/. Is. 

" One of the choicest gift-books of this year, " I'^tvourite EngUA 
Poems " is not n toy book,'to be laid for a week on the Christmas table and 
then thrown aside vith the sjuirkling trifles of the Christmas tree, but a* 
honest book, to be f id mired in the season of pleasant remembrances for iU 
artistic beavty; and. tt/u-n the holydnysare over, to be placed for frequesi 
and ajfectionate consultation on a favourite shelf." — Athenaeum. 

Schiller's Lay of the Bell. Sir E. Bulwer Lytton-s translation; 
beautifully"illustrtit<'d by forty-two wood Engravings, drawn by Thomtf 
Scott, and engraved by J. D. Cooper, after the Etchings by Retncit 
Oblong 4to cloth extra, 14s. ; morocco, 25s. 

Pictures i.f Society, Grave and Gay; comprising One Hundred 
Engi'avings on Wood. Hand^somely bound in cloth, with an elaborate 
and nov 1 Df'sign. by MesM*s. Leighton and Co. Royal 8vo. price 21*. 

An Entirely New Edition of Edg^ar A. Poe*s Pt^ems. illustrated 
by Eminent Artists. Small 4to. cloth extra, price 10s. 6rf. 

A History of Lace, from the Earliest Period j with upwards of 
One Hundi-ed Illustrutions and Coloured Designs. By Mrs. Bory Palfiatf* 
One volume, Svo. choicely bound in cloth. SJr. 6cC 



List of Publications. 



The Bayard Series. 

CHOICE COMPANIONABLE BOOKS 
FOR HOME AND ABROAD, 

COMPRISmO 

HISTORY, BIOGRAPHY, TRAVELy ESSAYS, 
NOVELETTES, ETC, 

Which, under an Editor of known taste and ability, will be very 
choicely printed at the Chiswick Press 5 with Vignette Title-page, 
Notes, and Index ; the aim being to insure permanent value, as 
well as present attractiveness, and to render each volume an ac- 
quisition to the libraries of a new generation of readers. Size, a 
handsome 16mo. bound flexible in cloth extra, gilt edges, 
averaging about 220 pages. 

Each Volume, complete in itself, price Half-a-crown. 

The earlier Volumes consist of 

THE STORY OF THE CHEVALIER BAYARD. From 

the French of the Loyal Servant, M. de Berville, and others. By £. 
Walford. With Introduction and Notes by the Editor. 

*' Praise of him must walk the earth 
For ever, and to noble deeds give birth. 
This is the happy warrior ; this is he 
That every man in arms would wish to be." — Wordsworth. 

THE ESSAYS OF ABRAHAM COWLEY. Comprising aU 

his Prose Works ; the Celebrated Character of Cromwell, Cutter of Cole- 
man Street, &c. &c.^ With Life, Notes, and Illustrations by Dr. Hard and 
others. Newly edited. 

" Cowley's prose stamps him as a man ofgeniuSy and an mprocer of the 
English language." — Thos. Campbell. 

ABDALLAH AND THE FOUR-LEAVED SHAMROCK. 

By Edouard LabouUaye, of the French Academy. Translated by Mary 
L. Booth. 

One of the noblest and purest French stories ever written, 

SAINT LOUIS, KING OF FRANCE. The curious and 
characteristic Life of this Monarch by De Joinville. Translated by 
James Hutton. 

" A king, a hero^ and a man.** — Gibbon. 

TABLE-TALK AND OPINIONS OF NAPOLEON THE 

GREAT. A compilation from the best sources of this great man's 
shrewd and often prophetic thoughts, forming the best inner life of the 
most extraordinary man of modem times. 



ZoMT amd C6*s 



The Gentle L^tfe Series. 

Printed eq EUrrir, oo Toned Fkper, And handsomely bound, 
fonning suitable Volumes for Presents. 

iVac«6fc«acA; trim eaif extra, prux lOf. 6J. 

I. 

THE GENTLE LIFE. Essajs in Aid of the FOTmttkm d 
Chanctn- of GoitlaMB aad GantlewuncB. Serenth Editm. 

-/fii n. tvyk cf a gemklmoM ia of the noblat tmd tnieti order. . . ■ • 
TV TKiume u d capital rpfeitun of 9chat mau be done bv koitat rtaxak 

*>*l/'f''^': **f 'Tf'^f' ^'^''***- • • • ^ Utile eompadumil 
c k ur fu i fAucmrpkif. — Dailj Newm. 

a " ^.*7:^ fo A* |>riii/«rf m letters of goid^ amd dremlated « «twj 

- Ty icrirtr'M ctjeet u to teaek peopfe to be tmtA/kl, sincere, gaum: 
tc U ^tmtU-^umUd, but Md m thatufki and actum."— BpectaXa. 

-f'u^ '/ tpdf and penmuvenas, the book is a valmtble eoeaedtm. 
and . »e to urhiektAe reader mil qfiem tarn for eoaipamiomMkip.''—iiaraaf 
Poet. 



deiu;' 

fnfatkert. and irAo tdiidet fy tkose'oid'faskkmed Christian ideas ofdL, 
wktck Sfieie and Addison, mts and men of the arorld, were not ashameito 
set bef.Tt the young Giclishnten of 1713.*'-— London Beview. 

- A:tc^her the bcok is sterlina ; admirable both for its sound sasu 
fre^cm /n?m sentimmtaiity, ana jfet thoroughfy €^kristian infeeMng » 
K-c iL as principle." — lAtenrj Chuchman. 

11. 
ABOUT IN THE WORLD. Essays by the Author of 'The 
Gentle Life." 

*• It is net easy to open it at any page without /Ending some happy idea: 
Moming Post. 

** Another eharaeteristie merit of these essays is, that they make it tknr 
business, gently but firmly . to apply the qualifications and the correeticns, 
which all philanthropic theories, all general rules or tnaxims, or principles, 
stand in need of before you can make them work." — Literary Chnrchman. 
" Mare exquisite and finished writing, deeper and more subtle thought, 
• calmer and more comprehensive judgments have been reserved to vrodua 
• About in the World.* "—Public Opuiioa. '^ 

IIL 
FAMILIAR WORDS. An Index Verborum, or Qnotation 

Handook. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 
that have become onbedded in the English language. Second and en- 
larged Edition. 

** The most extensive dictionary of quotation we have met vi^A.*'— Notes 
and Queries. 

'• Should be on every library table j by the side of * Rogets Thesaurus.'" 
—Daily Ne^ws. 

•* Will add to the author's credit with all honest workers.** Examiner. 

" A valuable book." — London Review. 

" Almost every familiar quotation is to be found w this work, wkici 
forms a book of r^erence absolutely indispensable to the literary man, and 
of interest ana service to the public generally. Mr, Frisvrell has our bed 
thanks for his painstaking , laborious^ and conscientious icor/fc."— Citj Pita. 
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IV. 

LIKE UNTO CHRIST. A new translation of the ** De Imita- 
tione Christi," usually ascribed to Thomas k Kempis. With a Vignette 
from an Original Drawing by Sir Thomas Lawrence. 

*' Thxnk of the little toork of Thonuu a Kempis^ translated v/do a 
hundred Umgiiages, and sold by millions of copies^ and which, in inmost 
moments of deep thought^ rnen makel^gidae of their hearts^ and the friend 
of their cu)sets." — ^Archbishop of York, at the Literary Fund, 1865. 

" Could not be presented in a more exquisite form, for a more sightly 
volume was never seen" — Illustrated London News. 

" An admirable version of an excellent book. Not only is the translation 
a thoroughly idiomatic one, but the volume itself is a specimen of beautiful 
typography. The foot-notes contain numerous ana useful references to 
authorities, and vnUresting examples of various readings." — Reader. 

" The preliminary essay is weU-written, good, and interesting." — 
Saturday Review. 

" Evinces independent scholarship, a profound feeling for the original, 
and a minute attention to delicate shades of expression, which may well 
make it acceptable even to those who can enjoy the work without a trans- 
lator's otcf."— Nonconformist. 

V. 
ESSAYS BY MONTAIGNE. Edited, Compared, Revised, and 
Annotated by the Author of " The Gentle Life." With Vignette Portrait. 

*' ITu present edition of Montaigne is a charmina specimen of typo- 
graphy, and does great credit to its publishers. 5ttCA an edition of Mon- 
taigne has' long been wanting." — Press. 

" 27ie reader really gets in a compact form all of the charming, chatty 
Montaigne that he needs to Anow."— Observer. 

"This edition is pure of questionable matter, and its perusal is calculated 
to enrich without corrupting the mind of the reader.*' — Daily News. 

" We shmUd be glad if any words of ours could help to bespeeik a large 
circulation for this handsome attractive book ; and who can refuse his 
homage to tie good-humoured industry of the editor." — Illnstratea Times. 

VI. 
THE COUNTESS OF PEMBROKE'S ARCADIA. Written 
by Sir Philip Sidney. Edited, with Notes,by the Author of" The Gtentle 
Idfe.'* Dedicated, by permission, to the Earl of Derby. Is, Qd. 

" AU the best things in the Arcadia are retained intact in Mr. FVisweWs 
edition, and even brmight into ^eater prominence than in the original, by 
the curtailment of some of its inferior portions, aend the omimon of most of 
its eclogues and other metrical digressions," — Examiner. 

** The book is noto presented to the modem reader in a shape the most 
likely to be acceptable in these days of much literaiMre and fastidious taste." 
— Daily News. 

" 7« M a good work, therefore, to have republished the Arcadia in the 
elegant form in which it now lies before us, and our adcnowledgments are 
due both to publisher and editor ; — to the publisher far the extremely graxieful 
form in which the book appears ; — to the editor for the care he has bestowed 
upon the text and its literary illustration. The subsequent additions to the 
Arcadia by Sir W. Alexander, by W. B., and by Mr. Johnstone, are all 
rgected. Other interpolations have been cut down, if not entirdy cut out. 
Obsolete words and usages are commented on in succinct notes, and there is 
an alphabetical index to all such explanations, so as to give the edition as 
much philological value as possible." — ^Literary Churchman. 

**R was in itsdf a thing so interesting as a devdopment of English 
literature, that we are thankful to Mr. Fnswdlfor reproducing, in a very 
degant volume, the chief work of the gallant cmd chivalrous, the gay yet 
leiomed knight, who patronized the muse of Spenser, and feU upon the 
bloody fidd of Zutphen, leaving behind him a Ught of heroism and humane 
compassion which would shed an eternal glory on hu name, though all he 
ever u;rote bad perished with hmsdf/'—jjonaon. BAviest. 
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VI. 

THK OKNTLE LIFE. Second Series. 

*• Thrre u nut a nngle thnught in the volume that does mat iiirfii^r 

ttmte mnisurr to the formation of a true gentleman." Daily Sem, 

** Hi// rffmh tne purext sen/, and do much to infyrm tte fomi 

" lltr*r chttrming colleetion of euays." — London Beriev. 

*• Thert it the »ame mingled pouer and simplicity mMA wtaka Ik 
mtthnr «!» emphatirally a /irxt-rate etgayist, yivtna a fasdnaticm n ad 
rsftry i/'AicA utii make this volume at least tu ■pomUar as its eUer bttHoT 
— Htur. *^ 

" Thew etmyt art amongst the best in our language."— -V^s^ OpiuL 



VIII. 
VAIUA ! l^HKlings from Rare Books. Reprmted, by pennis' 

•ion. ry«m the Stturday Rtview, Spectator^ 8te. Crown Sro. 61. 

I'uSTKXTBi— The Angelic Doctor, Nostradamus, Tfaomas i Kcnps, 
Dr. John Fao»ta», Quevedo, Mad. Ckiyon, Paracelsus, Hovell tie 
TravrlU'r. Mirhael Hcott, Lodowick Moffuleton, Sir Thomas Bnnnc 
Urorjre r»ahnansvar. The Highwaymen, The Spirit World. 

•♦ An extremely pretty and agreeable volume. We can strongly rmn- 
mend %t to any one ¥'ho has a fancy for the bye-vxivs of titaatsn,*" 
Uuanlian. 

•• The thhtks discussed in this volume are no less valuable than tkq at 



little ^» the (/rHf Til/ retidrr." — Observer. 

" The some srhi'hirlv style uhich distingvished the earlier volumes it 
rtearly dtstintfuishnNe hers. The author has the excellent gift of uaitisg, 
in a verv hi,;h dtifree, the charm which interests xvith the wncerwhicktS' 
»fn«»'f4. — CUworver. 

IX. 
A nmCOKDANCE OR VEKBAL INDEX to the whole of 

Milton'N I'ot'tical Work*. Comprising upwards of 20,000 References. 
\\y (MtarloH D. Cleveland, LL.l). With vignette Portrait of Milton- 
1 \*ol. »mall pu»t. printed on toned paper, at the Chis-wiek Press. 6s. 

*«* This \YQrk affbrds an immediate reference to any passage in uj 
edition of Milton's Poems, to which it may be jnstly termed anindi»* 
|>t>u»able Appendix. 



" An elegant n^ume, and, so far as a short use of it gives one a right ts 
prvnitunee, fully to be depended upon."— l\\xistTa,tea. Times. 

" An invaluable Index, which the publishers have done a public serna 
in reprintiHg." — Notes and Qoeries. 

•• tty the adminrs of Milton the l>ook will be highly appreciated^ but its 
chief value will, if we mistake not, be found in the fact tnat it is a compaet 
word-book of the English lanquage." — Record. 

*• Answers honestly to its htle^ and is well-printed, portable^ and etm- 
tynifi**.*'— Guardian. 

THE SILENT HOUR. Essays for Sunday Readins Original 
and Selected. By the Author of *♦ The Gentle Life." ^ * 
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IiITERATURE^ l^ORKS OF REFERENCE AND 
EDUCATION. 

I AVID GRAY, and other Essays on Poetry and Poets. 
' By- Robert ^achanan. Small post 8vo. 

The Book of the Sonnet : being Selections, with an 

Essay on Sonnets and Sonneteers, by the late Leigh Hunt. 

Edited, from the original MS., with additions, by S. Adams Lee. 2 vols. 

18*. 

Poems of the Inner Life. Selected chiefly from modern Authors, 

by permission. Small post 8vo. 6s. ; gilt edges, 6s. 6d. 

Life Portraits of Shakspeare; with an Examination of the 
Authenticity, and a History of the rarions- Representations of the Poet. 
Illustrated by Photographs of authentic and received Portraits. Square 
8vo. 2ls. ; or with Photograph of the Will, 25s. 

Richmond and its Inhabitants, from the Olden Time. With 
Memoirs and Notes by Richard Crisp. With Illustrations. Post 8vo. 
10«. 6d. 

The Complete Poetical Works of John Milton, with a Life of the 
Author : and a Verbal Index containing upwards of 20,000 references to 
all the Poems. By Charles Dexter Cleveland. New Edition. 8vo. 12s. 

Her Majesty's Mails: a History of the Post Office, and an 
Industrial Account of its Present Condition. By Wm. Lewins, of the 
General Post Office. 2nd edition, revised, and enlarged, with a Photo- 
graphic Portrait of Sir Rowland Hill. Small post 8vo. 6s. 

" Will take its stand as a really useful book of reference on the history 
of the Post. We heartily recommend it as a tfCoroughly careful per- 
formance." — Saturday Review. 

" Jn conclusion, we have only to say that Mr. Lewins*s book is a most 
useful and complete one — one that should be put into the hands of every 
young Englishman and foreigner desiring to know haw our institutions 
grofw." — Reader. 

The Orijrin and, History of the English Language, and of the 
early literature it embodies. By the Hon. Qeorse P. Marsh, U. S. 
Minister at Turin, Author of '' Lectures on the English Language." 
8vo. cloth extra, 16s. 

Lectures on the English Language; forming the Introductory 
Series to the foregoing Work. By the same Author. Svo. Cloth, 16«. 
This is the only author's edition. 

Man and Nature ; or, Physical Geography as Modified by Human 
Action. By Gteorge P. Marsh, Author of " Lectures on the English Lan- 
gui^e," &c. 8vo. cloth, 14*. 

" Mr. Marsh, well known as the author of two of the most scholarly 
tporks yet published on the English language, sets himself in excellent 
spirit, and with immense learning, to indicate the character, and, approxi- 
mately, the extent of the changes produced by humnn action in the physical 
condition of the globe we inhabit. In tour divisions of his work, Mr. 
Marsh traces the history of human industry as shown in the extensive 
modification and extirpation of animnl and vegetable life in the woods, the 
waters, and the sands; and, in a concluding chapter, ne discusses the pro- 
bable and possible geographical eh/inges yet to be wrought. The whole of 
Mr. Marsh's book is an eloquent showing of the duty of care in the estab- 
lishment of harmony between man's life and the forces of nature, so as to 
bring to their highest points the fertility of the soil, the vigour of the animcU 
life, and the saluMty cf the climate, on which we have to depend for the 
physical well-being of monAinc^."— Examiner. 
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A History of Banks for Sayings ; including a ftill aoooontof <k 

origin and progreM of Mr. QIadstone's recent prudential measnrei. By 
William Lewina, Author of ** Her Majesty's MaUs.'* 8vo. cloth. Vk.\ 

English and Scotch Ballads, &c. An extenaiye Collection. De- 
signed as a Complement to the Works of the British Poets, and embiadsi 
nearly all the Ancient and Traditionary Ballads both of England ud 
Scotland, in ail the important rarieties of form in which they are ertaat, 
with Notices of the kindred Ballads of other Nations. £dited hy F. i. 
Child, new Edition, revised hy the Editor. 8 rols. fcap. cloth, Sf. 6d. esck. 

The English Catalogue of Books : giving the date of pnUicft- 
tion of every book published from 1885 to 1883, in addition to the title, 
sise, price, and publisher, in one alphabet. An entirely new woric, com- 
bining the Copyrights of the ^ London Catalofnie " and the ** Britifih 
Catalogue." One thick volume of 900 pages, hsJf morocco, 45s. 

Index to the Subjects of Books published in the Ubited Kingdom 
during the last Twenty Years— 1837-1857. Containing as many as 7i,0M 
references, under subjects, so as to ensure immediate reference to the 
books on the subiect required, each giving title, price, publisher, snd 
date. Two valuable Appendices are also given — A, contaming fall liM 
of all Libraries, Collections, Series, and Miscellanies — and B, a list of 
Literary Societies, Printing Societies, and their Issues. One vol. rojsl 
8vo. iforocco, 1/. 6«. 

The Handy-book of Patent and Copyright Law, English and 
Foreign. By James Fraser, Esq. Post 8vo. cloth, 4«. ed. 

A Concise Summary of the Law of English and French Copyright 

Law and International Law, by Peter Burke. 12mo. 5s. 

The American Catalogue, or Engjlish Guide to American lite- 
rature ; giving the ftilT title of original Works published in the United 
States of America since the year 1800, with especial reference to tlte 
works of interest to Gh'eat Britain, with the size, price, place, date 
of publication, and London prices. With comprehensive Index. 8to. 
2$.^ Also Supplement, 1837-60. 8vo. U. 

% 

Dr. Worcester's New and Greatly Enlarged Dictionary of the 
English Language. Adapted for Library or College Reference, compris- 
ing 40,000 Words more than Johnson's Dictionary, and 250 pages more 
than the Quarto Edition of Webster's Dictionary. In one Volume, roysl 
4to. cloth, 1,834 pp. price 31s. M. Half russia, 21, 2s. The Cheapest 
Book ever pnblishea. 

<* The volumes before us show a vast amount of diligenee; but witk 
Webster it is diligence in combination with faneifnlness, — ^with Wor^ 
cester in combination with good sense and judgment. Worcester's is the 
soberer and safer book, and maybe pronounced the best existing English 
Lexicon . "—Atherueum. 

The Publishers' Circular, and General Record of British and 

Foreign Literature ; giving a transcript of the title-page of every woit 
published in Great Britain, and every work of interest published abroad, 
with lists of all the publishing houses. 

Published regularly on the Ist and 15th of every Month, and forwarded 
post free to all parts of the world on payment of 8s. per annum. 

The Ladies' Reader : with some Plain and Simple Rules and In- 
structions for a good style of Reading aloud, and a variety of Selectioss 
for Exercise. By George Vandenhofi^ M.A., Author of ** Th^ Art of £!•• 
cution." Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 5s. 
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The Clerical Assistant : an Elocutionary Guide to the Reading 
4^ the. Scripturee and the Liturgy, sevei-al passages being marked for 
Pitch and Emphasis : with some Observations on Clerical Bronchitns. 
By George Vandenhoff, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 3«. 6d. 

The Art of Elocution as an essential part of Rhetoric, with in- 
stmctions in Gesture, and an Appendix of Oratorical, Poetical and Dra- 
matic extracts. By George Vandenhoff, M A. Third Edition. 5s. 

An English Grammar. By Matthew Green. New edition re- 
vised. 12mo. cloth, Is. 6d. 

Latin-English Lexicon, by Dr. Andrews. New Edition. 8vo. 18«. 

The superiority of this justly-famed Lexicon is retained over all others 
by the fulness of its quotations, the including in the vocabulary proper 
names, the distinguishing whether the derivative is classical or otherwise, 
the exactness of the references to the original authors, and in the price. 

" Every page bears the impress of industry and aire." — Athensenm. 

" The best iMtin Dictionary, whether for the scholar or advanced stu- 
dent." — Spectator. 

** We never saw such a book published at such a price." — Examiner. 

The Farm and Fruit of Old. From Virgil. By a Market Gar- 
dener. Is. 

Usque ad Coelum ; or, the Dwellings of the People. By Thomas 
Mare, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. Fcap. Is. 

A Few Hints on proving Wills, &c, without professional assist- 
ance. By a Probate-Court Official. Fcap. cloth, 6d. 

A Handbook to the Charities of London. By Sampson Low, 
Jun. Comprising an Account of upwards of 800 Institutions chiefly in 
London and its Vicinity. A Guide to the Benevolent and to the Unfor- 
tunate. Cloth limp. Is. 6d. 

The Charities of London : an Account of the Origin, Operations, 

and general Condition of the Charitable, Educational, ana Religious 
Institutions of London. By Sampson Low, Jun. 8th publication (com- 
menced 1836)^ With an Alphabetical Summary of the whole corrected 
to April, 1867. Cloth, 5s. 

Prince Albert's Golden Precepts. Second Edition, with Photo- 
graph. A Memorial of the Prince Consort; comprising Maxims and 
Extracts from Addresses of His late Royal Highness. Many now lor 
the first time collected and carefully ari'auped. With an Index. Royal 
Idmo. beautifully printed on toned paper, cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6c{. 

Our Little Ones in Heaven : Thoughts in Prose and Verse, se- 
lected from the Writings of favourite Authors ; with Frontispiece after 
Sir Joshua Rejmolds. Fcap. 8vo. cloth extra, 3«. Qd. 

Six Essajrs on Commons Preservation. Written in Competition 
for Prizes offered by Henry W. Peek, Esq. 
By John M. Maidlow, M.D. Lincoln's Inn, Barrister at Law, (to whom the 
first Prize wjis awurded). 
William Phipson Beale, Lincoln's Inn, (to whom the second Pruse was 

awarded). 
F. Octavius Crump, Middle Temple. 
Henry Hicks Hoiking, St, JoIju's College, Oxford. 
Robert Hunter, M.A. London University. 
Edgar H. Lockhurt, M.A. Lincoln's Inn. 
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Band Esmts. With Practical Hints on Farminff and AmA 
tarml ARbitactnre. By Ik. Marrel. Aathor of - BereriM of a B^Sdv.' 
1 Tol. po»t 8ro. with nanMroas Illiistr»tioiis. 8s. 

The BiKik of the Hand; or, the Science of Modern PahnisteT. 
Chiefly mrcordiiiR to the Sy.tein. of D-Arpentigny and Desbsrallei. % 
A. B. Cmg, M JL Crown 8to. 7«. 6tf. 

NB>Xr BOOKS POR YOUBfO PEOPI.E. 

TORIES of the Gorilla Country. By P. Du (Mh, 
Author of ** Explorations ia Sqaatorial Africa.*" withDta- 
tration^ ^j^ ^. 

— Last Rambles amongst the Indians beyond the Rodff 

Moantaint and the Andefc By GhKirge CaUin ; with nnmeroitt Dhi^ 
trations by the Author. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Life amongst the Indians. An entirely New Edition, by the same 
Author. Crown Sto. 6s, ^ 

Alwvn Morton ; his School and Schoolfellows. A Story of 
Bt. Nicholai* Grammar School. Crown 8vo. with lUastrationa. Sa 

Queer Little People. By Harriet Beecher Stowe, Author of 
•* Uncle Tom's Cabin." Fcap. Popular £dition, price Is. 

A Bushel of Merry Thoughts. By William Basch. Described 
and Ornamented by Harry Bogers, with upwards of 100 Humen« 
IllusiratioDS. Oblong, price 2s. fkl. 

The Story without an End. From the German of Carove, by 
Sarah Austin. lUastrated with 16 Original Drawings by E V K. 
printed in eolonrs by Messrs. Leighton Brothers. Fcap. 4to. cloth exln. 

[SkorHs. 
Also. Cheap Edition. Illostrated by Harvey. Fcap. l«mo. cloth extrs, 
3s. M. 
•* Of its kind one of the best books that was ever written." 

Quarterly Heview, Jan. 1867. 
The Marvels of Optics. By F. Marion. Translated and edited 
by C. W. Qnin. With 60 Illustrations. Small post 8fb. cloth extra. 

{SAoribf. 

Thunder and Lightning. Translated from the French of De 

Fonrielle, by Dr. T. L.Thipson. With 88 full-page Woodcuts. Smtll 

poet 8vo. cloth extra. [Shortlf 

The Silver Skates ; a Story of Holland Life. Edited by W. H. G. 
Kingston. Illustrated, small post 8to. cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

The Boy's Own Book of Boats. By W. H. G. Kingston. Bins- 
trations by E. Weedon, engraved by W. J. Linton. An £ntirelT New 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 3s. ed. 
** This well-umtUHf vjeU-wrought book** — Atheneum. 
Also by the same Author^ 
Ernest Bracebridge : or, Boy's Own Book of Sports. Ss. fid. 
The Fire Ships. A Story of the Days of Lord Cochrane. 6s, 
The Cruise of the Frolic. 5s. 
Jack Buntline : the Life of a Sailor Boy. 2s. 

The Voyajre of the Constance ; a tale of the Polar Seas. By 
MaryQillies. New Edition, with 8 Illustrations by Charles Keene Fcsa 
Ss. 6<<. 



lAst of PMicatWM. 11 

The True History of Dame Perkins and her Grev Mare. Told 
for the CoantrTside and the Fireside. By Lindon Meadaws. With Eight 
Coloured Illostrations by Phi«. Small 4to. cloth, 5c 

Great Fun Stories. Told by Thomas Hood and Thomas Archer 
to 48 coloured pictures of Edward Wehnert. Beautifully printed ia 
colours, 10«. M. Plain, Qs. veil bound in cloth, gilt edges. 
Or in Eight separate books. Is. each^ coloured. 6d. plain. 
The Cherry-coloured Cat. The Live Rocking- Horse. Master Mifl^ 
chief. Cousin Nellie. Harry High-Stepper. Grandmamma's Spectacles. 
How the House was Built. Dog Toby. 

Great Fun and More Fun for our Little Friends. By Uarriet 
Myrtle. With Edward Wehnert's Pictures. 2 vols, each 6s. 

Under the Waves ; or the Hermit Crab in Society. By Annie 
E. Bidley. Impl. 16mo. cloth extra, with coloured illustration. Cloth, 
4s. ; gilt edges, 4s. Hd. 

Also beautifully Illustrated: — 

Little Bird Red and Little Bird Blue. Coloured, 55. 

Snow-Flakes, and what they told the Children. Coloured, 58. 

Child's Book of the Si^acity of Animals. 5s. ; or coloured, It. 9d. 

Child's Picture Fable Book. 5;. ; or coloured, 7s. M. 

Child's Treasury of Story Books. 5s. ; or coloured. Is. M. 

The Nursery Playmate. 200 Pictures. 5s. ; or coloured, 9«. 

How to Make Miniature Pumps and a Fire-Engine : a Book for 
Boys. With Seven Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. Is. 

Emily's Choice ; an Australian Tale. By Maud Jeanne Franc, 
Author of '• Vermont Vale," &c. Small post 8vo. 5s, 

Vermont Vale; or, Home Pictures in Australia. By Maud 
Jeanne Franc. Small post 8vo, with a frontispiece, cloth extra, 5t. 

Marian ; or, the Light of some one's Home. By Maud Jeanne 
Franc. Smalf post 8vo. 6*. 

Golden Hair; a Story for Young People. By Sir Lascelles 
Wraxall, Bart. With Eight full page Illustrations, 5s. 

Also, same price, full of Illustrations : — 
Black Panther; a Boy's Adventures among the Red Skins. 
Stuiton Grange ; or. Boy's Life at a Private Tutor's. By the Rer. C. J. 
Atkinson. 

Paul Duncan's Little by Little ; a Tale for B<W8. Edited by 
Frank Freeman. With an Illnstration by Charles Keene. Fcap. 8vo. 
cloth 2s. ; gilt edges, 2s, M. Also, same price. 

Boy Missionary ; a Tale for Young People. By Mrs. J. M. Parker. 
Difficulties Overcome. By Miss Brightwell. 

The Babes in the Basket : a Tale in the West Indian Insurrection. 
Jack Bnntline : the Life of a Sailor Boy. By W. H. G. Kingston. 

The Swiss Family Kobinson ; or, the Adventures of a Father and 
Mother and Four Sons on a Desert Island. With Explanatory Notes and 
Illustrations. First and Second Series. New Edition, complete in one 
volume, 3s. 6d, 
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The Navy of the United States during the Rebellion : coirmrising 
the origin and increase of the Ironelaa Fleet. By Charles B. Boynton, 
D.D. 2 vols. 8vo. Illustrated with nuroerons plain and eolonred En- 
gravings of the more celebrated vessels. Vol. I. now ready. 20«. 

A History of America, from the Declaration of Independence of 

the thirteen United States, to the close of the campaign of 1778. By 
George Bancroft ; forming the third volume of the History of the Ame- 
rican Revolution. 8vo. cloth, 12s. 

A History of Brigandage in Italy; with Adventures of the 
more celebrated Brigands. By David Hilton, Esq. 3 vols, post Svo. 
doth, 16s. 

A History of the Gipsies, with Specimens of the Gipsy Language. 
By Walter Simson. Post Svo, 10s. 6d. 

A History of West Point, the United States Military Academy 
and its Military Importance. By Capt. £. C. Boynton, A.M. With 
Flans and Illnstrations. Svo. 2U. 

ITie Twelve Great Battles of England, from Hastings to Waterloo. 
With Plans, fcap. Svo. cloth extra, 3». 6d. 

George Washington's Life, by Washington Irving. 5 vola^ 
royal Svo. 128. each. Library Illustrated Edition. 6 vols. Imp. Svo. il. 4s. 

Plutarch's Lives. An entirely new Library Edition, carefully 
revised and corrected, with some Original Translations by the Editor. 
Edited by A. H. Clongh, Esci. sometime Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford, 
and late Professor of English Language and Literature at University 
College. 5 vols. Svo. cloth. 21, 10s. 

" ♦ Plutarch's Lives * will be read by thousands^ and in the version of Mr. 
Clongh." — Quarterly Review. 

" Mr. ClougKs work is worthy of all praise^ and we hope that it wiU 
tend to revive the study of Plutarch." — Tunes. 

Life of John Adams, 2nd President of the United States, by C. 
F. Adams. Svo. 14s. Life and Works complete, 10 vols. lis. each. 

Life and Administration of Abraham Lincoln. Fcap. Svo. 
stiff cover. Is. ; with map, speeches, &c. crown Svo. 8s. 6(2. 

The Prison Life of Jefferson Davis; embracing Details and 
Incidents in his Captivity, together with Conversations on Topics of 
great Public Interest. By John J. Craven, M.D., Physician of the 
Prisoner during his Confinement. 1 vol. post Svo. price 8s. 

The Life and Correspondence of Benjamin Silliman, M.D., 
LL.D., late Professor of Chemistry, Minerulogy, and Geology in Yale 
College, U.S.A. Chiefly from his own MS8. and Diary. By George 
Fisher. With Portrait. 2 vols, post Sve. price 24s. 

Six Months at the White House with Abraham Lincoln: the 
Story of a Picture. By F. B. Carpenter. 12mo.- 7s. 6d, 
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TMAVBIa AMD ADVBMTITRS. 

OCI AL Life «»f the Chinese : a Da^erreotype of DmIt 
Life iu Chiun. Coudeused from the Work of the Key. J. Doi 
little, by the Rer. l-utoa Hood. With above 100 Illnrtn. 
tioa». i'celSyo. [Nearly rtaiy. 

- r\e hock bffort n* supplies a large quantity of mmtite mdvaimik 
imf^rmaitcm concerHittff a country of h»gk commercial and natioaal moui' 
« V "*** '" '" 'thtcktke nmouMt of popular injormatton tseveumontka 
orJim inijf $e- imty. The author speaks with the authority of an eye-wUMta; 
amd the muMutenets o/dttuil urhtch his work exhiitits tnlL to vuatnaim, 
gof'irto etttUuk its trustwarthiuess." — Satordaj Review 

" H> 4.irr m; hesttatiomim saying that Jrom these pages 'may he gatketd 
rwre inform ituM about the suet il life of the Chinese than can beobtoMd 

^^TJ^^ f'^ !V^\ ^ ^^"^ of*^ vjorhasakeytoarigki 
u^.Ier*t iHdmj of t/u character of so vast a portion of the human race mU 
to tnsure tt an e^enuee circulatum," — ^Athensom. 

The Open Polar Sea : a Narrative of a Voyage of DiacoTery 
UmanU the Xortb Pole. By Dr. Immc I. Hayes. "^SW^ely^iS 
cheaper ediuoa. With Illustrations. Small post 8to. dsT^ 



" T}* ^f^ °f '*" ^^ -^"^^^ enterprise is most stirring, andUitwdl 
^'^4 '/Ti ".JC^* '**'~^Air*5!:iff^ thuisthe case^foP'it must be cm- 
.yjfdth it the great number of icork* on Arttu: voyages has somewhat ibdid 
t\e edge ofcurtjsity ir.M ic^-A they were formerly received by the pidtHc; 
but a spea offtsctnattoHu^U ever cimg to the narratiee of brace md arf- 
r^turous travel, and Dr. Hayeses heroism and enduranti are of no com- 
»r«onlrt-. . . Thu^stt^crmcningfeat of nr, Ifaye^sinterp^ 
He set up aoatm wUhm whuA he deposited a record, stating that after a 
lai/iuiK w^irtj^ offortjf-su dnfs from hu winter harbour jZ stood m tie 
shores of the FiMtvr basm, on the most northerly laad ever reached by min. 
IV latitude att.nned was 81 deg.3.^nun; that reached bu Parry 6cerikt 
•cewM 83 deg. 45 mm. . . Jl-hnt we have said of Dr. Balers 4oot 

•ruA ire trust, send numg readers to its pages." - Athensom. 

Letters oji Enolakd. By M. Louis Blanc. Two Series. 

each a vols. Its ^ 

- These sparkling letters written on and within • Old Bitgland' buawiL 
a sch.-i.ir, and a geHtient'tn." — Athenvom. jr •*» 

" Letters fuil of epigram, and of singular deamess and sense.**— 
Spectator. 

" The author is very fair in his opinions of Ekglish habits Enalish in- 
stitutions, and Engltsh public men ; his eulo^ry is discriminating and his 
censures are for the mc^<t ptrt such as Englishmen themselves m^ acknow- 
ledge to be Just." — Saturday Review. 

" Brrhitps the very dereri:st sketches in this derer and amusing book are 
his short, pithy, gr iphic summ tries of persons and characters His con- 
trasts especitiliy are very effrrtirely done. The book is well worth readina 
and is full ofsugge<ttrt th^mght and pointed writina." — Gnardian 

•• He never concetils his aJ.niratioH frr the all-pervading liberty of 
Britain, and he points out with incisive distinctness ourfadure to realiu 
its gre-.it fruits, as w<ril as otherwise to fulfil our nntionnf destiny, jnud- 
ever he touches, whether it be to us a glory or a disgr-tce, he illuminates it 
and brings it distinct Ig before the gaze, that we and others meat cherish d 
orjtee/rom it." — Daily News. 

Braiil and the Brazilians. Pourtrayed in Historical and Des- 
criptive Sketches by the Rer. James C. Fletcher and the Rev. D. P. 
Kidder. D. D. An enlariremeot of the oritrinal work, preeentinir* the 
Material and Moral Pro^nress of the Empire during the last Ten Veara, 
and the results of the Authors' recent Explorations on the Ajnaaoa to 
the rerge of Pern. With 150 II lustrations. 8vo. cloth extra. 18s. 

The Old Country. Its Scenery, Art, and People. By James IL 
Hoppia. I vol. small post 8to. 7«. 6tf. 
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The Black Country and its Green Border Land ; or. Expedi- 
tions and Explorations round Birmingham, Woh'erhamjpton, &c. By 
Elihu Burritt. [Nearly ready, 

A Walk from London to the Land's End. By Elihu Burritt, 
Author of " A Walk from London to John O'Groats :" with several Illns- 
trations. Sma]l post 8vo. Qs. Uniform ¥rith the cheaper edition of 
•• John 0'Groat»." 

A Walk from London to John O'Groats. With Notes by the 
Way. By Elihu Bunitt. Second and cheaper edition. With Photogra- 
phic Portrait of the Author. Small post 8vo. Bs. 

New Paris Guide. Paris. Par les Principaux Ecrivains et 
Artistes de la France. Premiere Partie— Le Science, I'Art. 2 vols. 
lOs. each. Sold separately. 

" It appears to be such a Guide as no other capital can boast ; the in- 
tellect of Paris employed in the faithful illustration of the form and spirit 
of the town, and the cnief things that are in it ; an encyclopaedia of Paris, 
by the most competent hands, free from encyclopedic dullness, readable 
as a romance, instructive as a dictionary, full of good pictures, and so 
cheap that little less than the great sale it deserves can pay what must 
have been the cost of its production." — Examiner. 

The Diamond Guide to Paris. 320 pages, with a Map and up- 
wards of 100 Illustrations. Cloth, 2«. 6d. 

Travelling in Spain in the Present Day. By Henry Blackburn. 
With numerous illustrations. Square post 8vo, cloth extra, 16s. 

The Voyage Alone ; a Sail in the " Yawl, Rob Roy." By John 
M'Gregor, Author of " A Thousand Miles in the Rob Boy Canoe. With 
Illustrations. [Shortly, 

A Thousand Miles in the Rob Roy Canoe, on Rivers and Lakes 
of Europe. By John Macgregor, M.A. Fifth edition. With a map, 
and numerous Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 5s. 

The Rob Roy on the Baltic. A Canoe Voyage in Norway, Sweden, 
&c. By John MacgL^^por, M.A. With a Map and numerous lUns- 
trations. Fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

Description of the New Rob Roy Canoe, built for a Voyage 
through Norway, Sweden, and the Baltic. Dedicat«d to the Canoe Club 
by the Captain. With Illustrations. Price Is. 

Captain Hall's Life with the Esquimaux. New and cheaper 
Edition, with Coloured Engravings and upwards of 100 Woodcuts. With 
a Map. Price 7s. (id. cloth extra. Forming the cheapest and most popu- 
lar Edition of a work on Arctic Life and Exploration ever published. 

" TTiis is a very remarkable book, and unless we very much misunder- 
stand both him and his book, the author is one of those men of whom great 
nations do well to be proud." — Spectator. 

A Winter in Algeria, 1863-4. By Mrs. George Albert Rogers. 
With illustrations. 8vo. cloth, 12s. 

Turkey. By J. Lewis Farley, F.S.S., Author of " Two Years 
in Syria." With Illustrations in Chromo-lithography, and a Portrait of 
His Highness Fuad Pasha. 8vo. 12s. 

Wild Scenes in South America ; or, Life in the Llanos of Vene- 
snela. By Don Ramon Paez. Numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo. cl. 10s. M. 

The Land of Thor. By J. Rosse Browne. With upwards of 
100 lUwtrationt. Cloth, 8s. 6d. 
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The Suvry of the Great March : a Diary of Greneral Shennan's 
Campai^ throagh Georgia aad tlie Caroliaas. By Brevet-Major 6.W. 
NichoU, Aide-df-Camp to (General Shermmn. With a c<doored Mapud 
nnmerona lllaittratioiia. 12ino. doth, price 7s. 6d. 

The Prairie and Overland Traveller ; a Companion for Emigrants, 
Trader*, Trarellers, Uanters, and Soldiers, traVersijig great Plaioi ud 
Prairies. By Capt. H. B. Marcey. lUostrated. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2i.6i 

Home and Abroad (Second Series). A Sketch-book of Life, Men, 
and Travel, bj Bayard Taylor. With lUostratioiia, post 8to. dotk, 
8». W. * 

Northern Travel. Sammer and Winter Pictures of Sweden, 
Lapland, and Norway, by Bayard Taylor. 1 vol. post 8vo., cloth, St H. 

Also by the same Author, each complete in I vol., tenth lUustratumt. 
Central Africa ; Egypt and the White Nile. 7s. 6d. 
India, China, and Jupan. Is. 6d. 
Palestine, Asia Minor, Sicily, and Smtin. 78. M. 
Travels in Greece and Rnssia. With an Bxcursion to Crete. 7s. td. 
Colorado. A Summer Trip. 7s. 9d, 

After the War : a Southern Tour extending from May, 1865, 
to May, 1866. By Whitlaw Reid, Librarian to the House of Represen- 
Utives. Illiutrated. Post 8vo. price 10s. 6d. 

Tliirty Years of Army Life on the Border. By Colonel B. B. 
Marry, U.S.A., Author of " The Prairie Traveller." With i 
lUuiftratious. 8vo. price I2s. 



INDIA, AMERICA, AND THB COI.OMIES. 

HE Great West. Guide and Hand-Book for Travellers, 
Miners, and Emigrants to the Western and Pacific States o( 
America ; with a new Map. By Edward H. Hall. Is. 

Appleton's Hand-Book of American Travel The 

Northern Tour; with Mnps of Routes of Travel and the principsl 
Cities. By Edward U. Hall. New Edition. 1 vol. post 8vo. 12s. 

Twelve Years in Canterbury, New Zealand 5 with Visits to the 
other Pi-ovinces, and Reminiscences of the Route Home tbronirh Aostrs- 
lia. By Mrs. Charles Thomson. Fcap. Svo. cloth, 3s. Qd. 

Life's Work as it is ; or, the Emigrant's Home in Australia. By 
a Colonist. Small post Svo. 3s. Qd.. 

Canada in 1864; a Hand-book for Settlers. By Henry T. N. 

Chesshyre. Fcap. Svo. 2s. ed. J j * 

♦• When a man has something to say he can convey a good deed ofmatUr 
in a few words. This book is but a small book, yet it leaves nothina untold 
that requires telling. The author is himself a settler, and knows ir/W 
information is most necessary for those vcho are about to become settlers." 
— ^Atheuienm. 

A History of the Discovery and Exploration of Australia: off 
an Account of the Progress of Geogruphiral Discovery in that *C<»- 
tinent, from the Earliest Period to the Present Day. Bvth(> R..V Jnliu 
E. Tenison Woods, F.R.G.S., &c., &c. 2 vola. demj 8vi clothj^ 
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Sonth Australia : its Pro^ss and Prosperity. By A. Forster* 

Esq. Demy 8vo. cloth, with Map, 158, 

Jamaica and the Colonial Office : Who caused the Crisis ? By 
G^rge Price, Esq. late Member of the Ezecntive Committees of Go- 
vernors. 8vo. cloth, with a Plan, 5$. 

The Colony of Victoria : its History, Commerce, and Gold 
Mininff : its Social and Political Institutions, down to the End of 18d3. 
With Bemarks, Incidental and Compttrative, npon the other Australian 
Golonies. By William Westgarth, Author of *' Victoria and the Gold 
Mines," &c. Svo. with a Map, cloth, I69. 

Tracks of McKinlay and Party across Australia. By John Davis, 
one of the Expedition. With an Introductory View of recent Explora- 
tions. By Wm. Westgarth. With numerous Illustrations in chromo- 
lithography, and Map. 8vo. cloth, 16«. 

The Progress and Present State of British India ; a Manual of 
Indian History, (Geography, and Finance, for general use ; based upon 
Official Documents, furnished under the authority of Her Majesty's 
Secretary of State for India. By Montgomery Martin, Esq., Author 
of a ** History of the British Colonies," &c. Post Svo. cloth, 10s. 6d. 

The Cotton Kingdom : a Traveller's Observations on Cotton and 
Slavery in America, based upon three former volumes of Travels and 
Explorations. By Frederick Law Olmsted. With Map. 2 vols, post 8vo. 
11. U. 

A History of the Origin, Formation, and Adoi>tion of the Con- 
stitution of the United States of America, with Notices of its Principal 
Framers. By George Ticknor Curtis, Esq. 3 vols. 8vo. Cloth, 11. U. 

The Principles of Political Economy applied to the Condition, 
the Resources, and Institutions of the American People. By Francis 
Bowen. 8vo. Cloth, 14f. 

A History of New South Wales from the Discovery of New 
Holland in 1616 to the present time. By the late Roderick Flanagan, 
Esq., Member of the Philosophical Society of New South Wales. 2 
vols. 8vo. 24«. 

Canada and its Eesources. Two Prize Essays, by Hogan and 
Morris. 7s. ^ or separately, U. 6d. each, and Map, Zs, 



8CIENCS AND DI8COVEKY. 

DICTIONARY of Photography, on the Basis of 

Sutton's Dictionary. Rewritten byTrowssor Dawson, of King's 
College, Editor of the " Journal of Photography ;" and Thomas 
Sutton, B.A., Editor of ** Photograph Notes." 8vo. with 
numerous Illustrations. 8s. Qd. 

A History of the Atlantic Telegraph. By Henry M. Field. 12mo. 
Is.ed. 

The Structure of Animal Life. By Louis Agassiz. With 46 
Diagrams. 8vo. cloth, lOs. M. 
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The Physical Geography of the Sea and its Meteorology ; or, the 
Economy of the Sea and its Adaptations, its Salts, its Waters, its Climates, 
its Inhabitants, and whatever there maj be of general interest in its Com- 
mercial Uses or Industrial Pursuits. By Commander M. F. Maury, LL.D. 
Tenth Edition. With Charts. Post 8to. cloth extra, 5s. 

** To Captain Maury we are indebted for muck information — indeed^fdr 
all that mankind possesses— of the crust of the earth beneath the Blue 
•uoaters of the Atlantic and F^cific oceans. Hopelessly scientific would 
these subjects be in the hands of most men, yet upon each and all of them 
Captain Maury enlists our attention, or charms us with explanations and 
theories, replete ivith originality and genius. His is indeed a nautical 
manual, a hand-book of the sea, investing unth fresh interest every wave 
that beats upon our shares ; and it cannot fail to awaken in both sailors 
and landsmen a craving to know more intimately the secrets of that won- 
derful element. The good that Mavry has done in awakening the powers 
of observation of the lioyal and Mercantile Navies of England and America 
u incalcule^le." — Blackwood's Magazine. 

The Kedge Anchor ; or, Toung Sailor's Assistant, by William 
Brady. Seventy Illustrations. 8vo. I6s. 

Archaia ; or, Studies of the Cosmogony and Natural History of 
the Hebrew Scriptures. By Professor Dawson, Principal of McGKll 
College, Canada. Post 8vo. cloth, cheaper edition, 65. 

Ichnographs, from the Sandstone of the Connecticut River, 
Massachusetts, U. S. A. By James Dean, M.D. One volume, 4to. with 
Forty-six Plates, cloth. 21s. 

The Recent Progress of Astronomy, by Elias Loomis, LL.D. 
3rd Edition. Post 8vo. Is. Gd. 

An Introduction to Practical Astronomy, by the Same. 8vo. 

cloth. 6s. 

Manual of Mineralogy, including Observations on Mines, Rocks, 
Reduction of Ores, and the Application of the Science to the Arts, with 
260 Illustrations. Designed for the Use of Schools and Colleges. By 
James D. Dana, A.M., Author of a " System of Mineralogy." New Edi- 
tion, revised and enlarged. 12mo. Half bound, 7^. 6d.' 

Cyclopaedia of Mathematical Science, by Davies and Peck. 8vo. 

Sheep. I8s, 



TRADE, A6RICUI«TURE, DOMESTIC 
ECONOMY, ETC. 

HE Book of Farm Implement§, and their Construction; 
by John L. Thomas. With 200 Illustrations. 12mo. 6s. 6d. 

The Practical Surveyor's Guide ; by A. Duncan. Fcp. 

Svo. 4s. 6d. 

Villas and Cottages; by Calvert Vaux, Architect. 300 Illustra- 
tions. 8vo. cloth. 12*. 

Bee-Keeping. By "The Times" Bee-master. Small post Svo. 
numerous IWuslratioua, c\ot\v, 5s. 

The English and Aws\.t«\\mv CosJ&stN ^Sw^Jil. ^^M^^^^t Svo, 
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The Bubbles of Finance : the Revelations of a City Man. Fcap. 
8vo. fancy boards, price 28. 6d, 

The Pro6ts of Panics. By the Author of " The Bubbles of 
Finance." 12mo. boards. 1*. 

Coffee : A Treatise on its Nature and Cultivation. With some 
remarks on the management and purchase of Coffee Estates. By Arthur 
B. W. Lascelles. Post Svo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The Railway Freighter'^ Guide. Defining mutual liabilities of 
Carriers and Freighters, and explaining system of rates, accounts, 
invoices, checks, booking, and permits, and all other details pertaining 
to traffic management, as sanctioned by Acts of Parliament, Bye-laws, 
and General Usage. By J. S. Martin. 12mo. Cloth, 2s. ed. 



THEOLOGY. 

HE Origin and History of the Books of the New Testa- 
ment, Canonical and Apocryphal. ' Designed to show what the 
Bible is not, what it is, and how to use it. By Professor C. £. 
Stowe. Svo. 8«. 6rf. With plates, 10*. 6d. 
" TTie work exhibits in every page the stamp of untiring industry ^ per- 
sonal research, and sound method. There is such a tone of hearty earnest- 
ness^ vigorous thought^ and clear decisive expression about the booii^ that one 
is cordiaUy disposed to welcome a theological work which is neither unitarian 
in doctrine, sensational in style, nor destructive in jtpint.'*— London 
Review. 

" Jlie author brings out forcibly the overwhelming manuscript evidence 
for the books of the New Testament as compared with the like evidence for 
the best attested of the profane umters. . . . He adds these remarks : 
* /insert these extracts here because the Fathers had ways of looking at 
the books of the Bible which in our day have nearly become obsolete, and 
which ougnt, in some measure at least, to be revived. The incredulity of 
our own times in regard to the Bible is due, not so mttch to the want y 
evidence as to the want of that reverence, and affection, and admiration of 
the Scriptures, which so distinguished the Oiristians of the early ages,' 
words in which we can heartily concur.'' — Churchman. 

" Without making ourselves responsible for all the writer's opinions, par- 
ticularly on the question of inspiration, ice have no hesitation in recording 
our judgment that this is one of the most useful books which our times have 
produced." — Watchman. 

*• The book is very ably written, and wiU be read with pleasure by all 
those who wish to find fresh arguments to coi^rm them in their faith." — 
Observer. 

The Vicarious Sacrifice ; grounded on Principles of Universal 
Obligation. By Horace Bnshnell, D.D., Author of " Nature and the 
Supernatural, &c. Crown Svo. Is. 6d. 

»• An important contribution to theological literature, whether we regard 
the amount of thought which it contains, the systematic nature of the 
treatise, or the practical effect of its teaching. . . . No one can rise 
from the study of his book without having his mind enlarged by its pro- 
found speculation, his devotion stirred by its piety, and his faith established 
on a broader basis of thought and Anourtec^c."— Guardian. 
Also by the same Author. 

Christ and His Salvation. 6«. 

Nature and the Supernatural. 35. Gcf. 

Christian Nurture. Is. fki. 

Character of Jesus. Qd. 

Hew Life. Is. 6d. 

Work and PJay. Zs. 6d. 
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The lAod and the Book, or Bihlira 1 IlliiBtntkiiis drawn bm 
the Mmaacn mad Ciut4ms,tke Scenes and the Scenexrof the Hoblni 
bj W. M. ThomKMU M.D., tmentj-tkxe jews a Miasionaiy in 8vmai 
PslotiDe. With S Msps sad several hundred XUnstratioDS. 8i«h 
pMt groL cloth, li. U. 

Missionmry Geognphj for the use of Teachers and Waaaauj 
CoUcrtors. Fcsp. 8to. ^th niuneroas maps and illostrstioiu, 8c U. 

A Topneraphkal lecture of Ancient Jerusalem ; beaiitifnDT eo- 
loareo. Nine feet by ax feet, oa rollers. Tarnished. SL St. 

The Light of the World : a most Tme Relation of a Fikrimes 
tr»Telliii|r toward* Eternitj. Dirided into Three Parts; which desem 
to be resd, nndentood, sad considered by all who desire to be wred. 
Keprinted from the edition of 1896. Beantifnlly printed by Ci%j « 
toned paper. Crown 8to. pp. 693, bevelled boards, lOs. ed. 

The Life of the late Dr. Mountain, Bishop of Quebec. 8fo. 
eloth, price lOt. &£. r ^ 

The Mission of Great Sufferings. By £lihu Burritt. 12mo. bt. 

•• Mr. Burritt strikes this chord o/ svrnpathy with suffering in toiustkit 
wtake the reader's heart thriU within him, JBict the tales he tells of t^ 
present age muxt not be alUnred to leave the impression that ive haoesc^ 
tnto an Utopian period of a living and universal love, both of God aid 
man. They do prove--<znd it is a precious and cheetina thing, cuthottghiid 
the most precious— that the present (feneration is promptly pitiful at (oy 
cost ofself-sacrijice towards evils that it really feels to be enls, disease and 
hunger, and cold and nakedness. The book ts a specimen of powerful, 
heart-stirring writing." — Ghiardian. 

" This is a most valuable work on a subject of deep importance. Tki 
object is to show the aim and action of oreat sv^erings in the decelopmat 
of Christian faith and of spiritual life?' — Observer. 

Faith's Work Perfected. The Rise and Progress of the Orphan 
Houses of Halle. From the (German of Francke. By William L 
Qage. Fcap. 2s. Qd, 

A Short Method of Prayer ; an Analysis of a Work so entitled 
by Madame de la Mothe-Gnyon ; by Thomas C. Upham, Professor of 
Mental and Moral Philosophy in Bowdoin College, U.S. America. Printed 
by Whittingham. 12mo. cloth. Is. 

Christian Believing and Living. By F. D. Huntington, D.D. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 8f . U. 

Life Thoughts. By the Rev. Henry Ward Beecher. Two Series, 
complete in one volume, well printed and well bonnd. 2s. CeL Superior 
edition, illustrated with ornamented borders. Sm. 4to. cloth extra. 7s. id. 

Dr. Beecher's Life and Correspondence: an Autobiography. 
Edited by his Son. 3 vols, post 8vo. with Illustrations, price 2ls. 

Life and Experience of Madame de la Mothe Guyon. By Pro- 
fessor Upham. Edited by an English Clergyman. Crown 8vo. cloth, with 
Portrait. Third Edition, 7s. 6rf. 

By the same Author. 
Life of Madame Catherine Adoma; 12mo. cloth. 4t. 6d. 
The Life of Faith, and Interior Life. 2 vols. 6s. ^d. each. 
The Divine Union. Is, dd. 
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IiAW AND JURISPRUDENCE. 

HEATON'S Elements of International Law. An 
entirely new edition, edited hj B. E. Dana, Author of 
** Two Years before the Mast," &c. Royal 8vo. cloth extra, 
90s. 

History of ^the Law of Nations ; by Henry Wheaton, LL.D. 
author of the " Elements of International Law." Roy. 8vo. cloth, dl«. M. 

Commentaries on American Law ; by Chancellor Kent. Ninth 
and entirely New Edition. 4 vols. 8vo. calf. £U. 5s. ; cloth, H. lOs. 

Treatise on the Law of Eyidence ; by Simon Greenleaf, LL.D. 
3 vols. 8vo. calf. H. U. 

Treatise on the Measure of Damages; or, An En(|niry into 
the Principles which govern the Amount of Compensation in Courts of 
Justice. By Theodore Sedgwick. Third revised Edition, enlarged. 
Imperial 8vo. cloth. Bis. M. 

Justice Story's Commentaries on the Constitution of the United 
States. 2 vols. 3d«. 

Justice Story's Commentaries on the Laws, viz. BaUments — 
Agency— Bills of Exchange — Promissory Notes— Partnership— and Con- 
flict of Laws. 6 vols. 8vo. cloth, each 28«. 

Justice Story's Equity Jurisprudence. 2 vols. 8vo. 63«,; and 
Equity Pleadings. 1 vol. 8vo. 31s. Qd. 

W. W. Storv's Treatise on the Law of Contracts. Fourth Edi- 
tion, greatly enlarged and revised. 2 vols. 8vo. cloth, 63f. 



MEDICAL. 

UMAN Physiology, Statical and Dynamical; by Dr. 
Draper. 300 Illustrations. 8vo. 25s. 

A Treatise on the Practice of Medicine : by Dr. Qteoree 
B.Wood. Fourth Edition. 2 vols. 9Qs. 

A Treatise on Fractures, by J. F. Malgaime, Chimrgien de 

l'H6pital Saint Louis, Translated, with Notes and Additions, by John H. 
Packard, M.D. With 106 Illustrations. 8vo. sheep. 11. U. 

Elements of Chemical Physics; with numerous Illustrations. 
By Josiah P. Cooke. 8vo. cloth. 169. 

" As an introduction to Chemical Physics, this is by far the most com- 
prehensive work in our language." — ^Athensnm. 

A History of Medicine,from its Origin to the Nineteenth Century. 
By Dr. P. V. Renonard. 8vo. 18*. 

Letters to a Young Physician just entering upon Practice ; by 

James Jackson, M.D. Fcp. 8vo. bs. 

Lectures on the Diseases of Women and Children. By Dr. G. S. 
Bedford^ 4th Edition. 8vo. 18«. 




22 Sampson Low and Co^t 

Hie Principles and Practice of Obstetrics. By Gmming S. 
Bedford, A.M., M.D. With EngraTings. 8vo. Cloth, li. 1<. 

Principles and Practice of Dental Surgery; by C. A. Harris. 6A 

Edition. 8to. Sic. 

Cbemical and Fharmaoeutical Manipulations ; by C.andCMorfil 
Bojal 8to. Secoad Edition enlarged. 21#. 



FICTION AND MISCSIaXaANBOini. 

NEW Novel By Mrs. H. B. Stowe. 3 vols. 

Anne Judp^e, Spinster. By F. W. Hobinson, Author of 
" Grandmother's Money." 3 vols. 24«. 

Norwood. By Henry Ward Beecher. 3 vols, crown 8vo. 




Other People's Windows. By J. Hain Friswell. 2 vols, post 8vo. 
The Hunchback's Charge. By W. Clark Russell. 3 vols, post 

8vo. 245. 

The Guardian Anfrelr a Romance. By the Author of "The 
Autocrat of the Breakfast Table." 2 vols. \Sltat^- 

Humphrey Dyot. By James Greenwood, Author of " A Night 
in u Workhouse," &c. 3 vols. 

Toilers of the Sea. By Victor Hug:o. Translated by W. Moy 
Thomas. Cheap edition. With engravings from original pictores by 
Gustave Dore. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

A Casual Acquaintance. By Mrs. Bufifus Hardy. 2 vols, 
post 8vo, 16.?. 

The Story of Kennett. By Bayard Taylor. 2 vols, post 8vo, ISi. 

Mr. Charles Reade's celebrated Romance, Hard Cash. A new 
and cheap Standard Edition. Price 6s. handsomely bound in cloth. 

Passing the Time. By Blanchard Jerrold. 2 vols, post 8vo. 16i. 

Marian Rooke. By Henry Sedley. 3 vols. 24». 

Sir Felix Foy, Bart. By Button Cook. 3 vols, post 8vo. 24j. 

The Trials of the Tredgolds. By the same. 3 vols. 24s. 
Hobson's Choice, by the same Author. 2s. 

Selvaggio. By the Author of " Mary Powell.'* One vol. 8*. 

Also^ by the same Author. 
Miss Biddy Frobisher. 1 vol. Ss. 
The Masque at Ludlow, and other Romanesques. 8«. 

A Mere Story. By the Author of " Twice Lost." 3 vols. 24i. 
John Godfrey's Fortunes. By Bayard Taylor. 3 vols. 24«. 
Hannah Thurston. By the same Author. 3 vols. 24s. 
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A Splendid Fortune. By J. Hain EriswelL 3 vols, post Svo. 24«. 

Lion-Hearted; a Novel. By Mrs: Grey. 2 vols, post Svo. 16s. 

A Dangerous Secret. By Annie Thomas. 2 vols. 16». 

St. Agnes Bay 5 or, Love at First Sight. Post Svo. cloth, 7s, 

The White Favour. By H. Holl. 3 vols. 24«. 

The Old House in Crosby Square. By the same Author. 2 vols. 16s, 
More Secrets than One. By the same Author. 3 vols. 24s, 

Strathcaim. By Charles Allston Collins. 2 vols, post Svo. 16s. 

A Good Fight in the Battle of Life : a Prize Storv founded on 
Facts. Reprinted by permission from " Cassell's Family Paper. 
Crown Svo. cloth. Is. 6d. 

Female Life in Prison. By a Prison Matron. Fourth and 
cheaper edition : with a Photograph, by permission, from the engraving 
of Mrs. Fry reading to the Prisoners in 1816. 1 vol. crown 8vo., 6*. 

Myself and My Relatives. Second Thousand. With Frontis- 
piece on Steerfrom a Drawing by John £. Millais, A.B.A. Cr. Svo. 5s. 

Tales for the Marines. By Walter Thornbury. 2 vols, post 
Svo. Ids. 

" Who would not wish to be a Marine^ if that would secure a succession 
of tales like these ?"— Athenaeum. 

Helen Felton's Question : a Book for Girls By Agnes Wylde. 
Cheaper Edition, with Frontispiece. Crown Svo. 3«. 6rf. 

Faith Gartney's Girlhood. By Mrs. D. T. Whitney. Fcap. 
Svo. with coloured Frontispiece, cloth, price Zs. 6d. 

The Gayworthjrs. By the same Author. Third Edition, with 
coloured Frontispiece. Cloth, 35. Qd. 

A Summer in Leslie Goldthwaite's Life. B^ the same Author. 
With Illustrations. Fcap. Svo. 2s. Qd. 

The Professor at the Breakfast Table. By Oliver W. Holmes, 
Author of the " Autocrat of the Breakfast Table." Fcap. Zs. 6d. 

The Rooks' Garden, and other Papers. By Cuthbert Bede, 
Author of " The Adventures of Mr. Verdant Green." Boft Svo. Is. 6d. 

The Journal of a Waiting Gentlewoman. Edited by Beatrice 
A. Jourdan. Post Svo. 8*. 

The White Wife 5 with other stories, Supernatural, Komantic 
and Legendary. Collected and Illustrated by Cuthbert Bede. Post Svo. 
cloth, 6s. 

Wayside Warbles. By Edward Capern, Rural Postman, Bide- 
ford, Devon. Fcap. Svo. cloth, 6s. 

House and Home Papers. By Mrs. H. B. Stowe. 12mo. boards, 
Is. ; cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

Little Foxes. By Mrs. H. B. Stowe. Cloth extra, 3«. 6d. 
Popular Edition, fancy boards, Is. 



